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Enter Richard Duke ofGlocejl er, folw. 

N Ow is the winter of difeont ent, 

Made glorious fommer by this ibnne of Yoike : 
And thccloudes that lowrd vpon our houfe, 
In the deepc bofomc of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes* 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chaogd to merry meetings, 

Our dreadfull marches ro delightfull meafures. 
Grim-vifagde warre,hath fmoothde his wringlcd front, 
A nd now in ft cad of mounting barbed ft ceds. 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimblic in a Ladies chamber. 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a Loue, 

But I that am not ihapte for fportiue triclces. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glafte, 

I that am rudely ftampt,and want loues maieftic 
T o ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph ; 

I that am curtaild of this fai re proportion, 

Cheated of feature by diflembling nature, 
Deformdjvnfinilht, fent before roy time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogs barkc at me as I halt by them : 

Why I in this wealce piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnleffe to fpie my fhadow in the Sunnc, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitie : 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer 
To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a villaine, 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies : 

- f ' haue I laid, induff ions dangerous. 
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The Tragedie 

By drunken prophefics, libels and dreames, 

T o let my brother Ciarence and the king. 

In deadly hate the one againft the other. 

And if king Edward be as ttueand iuft 
As I am fubtile, fa!fe,and trecherous: 

This day (bould Clarence clofely be mewed vp. 

About a prophefie which faies that G. 

OfEdward; heires the raurthercr (hall bee* 

Diue thoughts do wne to my foule, Enter Clarence with 
Here Clarence comes, <s guard of men. 

Brother, good daycs*what rn?anes this armed guard 
That waitet vpon your grace ? i 

C/a, His raaieftie tendering my perfonS fafetic hath ap, 
ThiscondufttoconncymetotheToikcr- (pointed 
Glo . Vpon whaccaufe J 
Cl*. Becaufeitiynamc is George* •» . . . , 

Glo. Alack my Lord, that. fault is none of yours, 

He (hould.for that commit your godfathers : 1 
O belike his maieftie hath Come intent 
That you (hall be ne.iyjchrildned in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence may I know 
C/a, Yea Richard wheal know, for I protejft 
As yet 1 do not, but as 1 can learnc, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 

And from the crolTc- rowe plpcke* thcletter G: 

And faies a wizard told hirp that byG, : 

His (flue dtfinherited (houldbe. 

Andfor my name of George begins with G, ^ 

It followcs in.liis thought that 1 arohe. 

Thcfe as I lcarne,and luch like toyes as thefe, 

Haue raoued his highneile to conammme now. 

q/o. Why this it is when menare frildeby women, 

Tis not the king that fends you tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis (he.. 

That temps him to this extremitie i 

Was it not flic and that good man of wot.flnp < 

Anthony Wooduile hei brother there. 

That made him fend Lord Haftings Co the tower. 

From whence this prefent day he is deltuered? 

We are not fafe Clarcncftwc are not fafe, w 
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of Richard the third. 

j CU. By heauen I thinke there is no man is fecurde 
But the Quecnes kindred, and night-walking Herald* 
That trudge betwixt the King and Miftrefle Shore 1 
Heard ye not what an humble fuppliiiit 
Lord Haftings was to her for hisdeliuerier 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her deitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlain® his libertie, 
lie tell you whatjl thinke it is our way, 
ifwe will keepe in (auour with choking, • 

To be her merftand weare her liuety. 



Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 
mightie go flips in this monarchy. 

I befeech your Graces both to pardo trie ; 
eftie hath ftraightly giuenin charge, 

That no man (nail haue priuatc conference, * 

Of what degreefoeuer withBis brother. ’ 

Geo. Euc fo & plcafe your worfliip Brokenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we fay :& . 

We fpeake notroafon irianjwefiy rbe king 
Is wife and yeftuou^iand his noble Queene 
Well ftrooke in y ear esfaire, arid not iealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath apretie foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a pafling plcafing tongue 



How fay you fir, canyoudeny all this ? 

Bro. With this (my Lord)my fclfe haue naught to do. 
Glo. Naught to do withMiftrefle Shore, I telhhee fellow, 
He that doth nauglit whh het, excepting one. 

Were beft he do it fecr< sly aloi rr 1 "* ' 

Bro. What enemy Lord? 1 3 : 

Glo. Her hut band khaue, won? dft thou betray me ? 

Bro. I befeech your Grace to pardotunc 
Your conference with the noble Duke. 

CU. Weknow thy charge Brokenbury,^ 

Glo. Weare thcQueenes abieftsand mu( 

Brother farewell,! will vitro 
And whatfoeuer you will imploy 
Were it to calLKing Edwards wido 




bad indeed. 



The Tragedie 

I will performe it to infranchifeyco. 

Mcanc time t hi s deepe difgrace in brotherhood. 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Cjlo, Well, your imprifor ment dial not belong* 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla, I muft perforce, farewell. Ex it Cla. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou (halt nere rcturne. 

Simple plaine Clarence,! do loue thee fo. 

That 1 will Ihortly fend thy foule to heauen. 

If heauen will take the prefe nt at our hands .* 

But who comes here, the new deliuered Haftings? 

Enter LordHaftingf, 

Haft, Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo, As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlainc : 

Well are you welcome to this open air e, 

How hath yourLordfhipbrookt imptifonment ? 

Haft, With paticncefnoble Lord)as pnfoners muft 
But / fhall liuc my Lord to giue thejn than 1 ' - ' 1 
That were the caufeof my imprifonmenu 
Glo, No doubt, no doubt.and fo fhall 
For they that were your enemies are 
And hauepreuaildas muchon himasyo 
Haft. More pittie that the Eagle fhould be 
While kites and buzars prey at libertie. 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft, No newes fo bad abroad, as this at h'' m< * 

The king is fickly, weake and melanc 1 — 

And his Phifitions feare him mightil 
Glo , Now by Saint Paul this n 
Oh he hath kept an eUill diet long. 

And ouermuchconfumedhisroyall perfon, 

Tis very greeuous to be thought 
What is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Goe you before, and / will follow yon. 

He cannot Hue I hope, and muft not die 
Till George bepackt with poft horfe vp to heauen. 

iis hatred more to Clarence. yv«u» 
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With lyes well fteeld with weightic arguments. 

And if I fayle not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to Hue s 
Which’ done, God take K. Edward to his mercy, 

And leauethe world for me to buflell in : 

For then He marry Warwicks youngeft daughter. 

What though I kild her husband and her father, 

The readied way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will I, not all fo much for loue. 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market : 

Clarence ftiil breathes, Edward ftill Hues and raignes. 
When they are gone, then muft I count my gaines. Exit,, 
Enter Laydy Anne, frith the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne . Set downe, fet downe your honourable Lord, 
If honour may be flir'owdcd in a hearfe, 

Whileft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter, 

Poore kei-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale allies of the houfe of Lancafter, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Be it lawfull that 1 inuocate thy ghoft, 

To hcarc the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtted fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes .* 

Loe, in thofe windowes that let footth thy life, 

I powre the helpelefle balme of my poore eyes, 

Curft be the hand that made the fatal! holes, 

Cutft be the heart that had the heart to do it. 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

T hat makes vs wretched by the death of thee s 
Then I caa wilh to adders, fpiders, toads. 

Or any creeping venomde thing that Hues. 

If euer he haue child, abrotiue be it, 

Prodigeous and vntimely brought to light : 

Whofe vgly and vnnaturall afpeft 
May fright the hopefull mother at th® view* 
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The Triged'e 
If eucr he hatie wife, let her be made 
Asjmiferablcby the death of him, 

As 1 am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfey with your holy load 
Taken frcmPaulcs to be interred there : 

And ftillas you areawearie oft he weight. 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries ccarfe, ‘ 
Enter Gloflcr, 

<j/o.Stay you that fcca e the ccrfe,i?c fetit down* 

La.YJhat blacke magitianconiu esvp this bend 
T o flop deuoted charitable ' f 

ty/f.Villaine/et doywe tihe edatfe, or by $;Paul, 
lie make a coarfeofhim' tfiatdifofcreycs, 

_ mm r ' jr* i ? ’’ .1*, „< !\*j m 'iS X i L , 




Aa'uanf e thy Halbeij hfgher then my breft. 
Or by Saint Pauie lle ftyike thce to my foote. 
And fpu r ne y pont h ee &cjgc t for th'y boldntr. 

La, What do you tremble, arc you all afraidf 
Alas, I blamey ou not foryqtiarc rqortall, 




WjtJjytono 

behold this pattqrpe of rfty tiytcbenfs* ^ , 

Oh Gentlemen fec/ee dead Henries wound<y 
Open theirewi^eaHdapMtfefiid bleed afiefh. 
Blulbjbluth, thou iumpe of foule clcforroitie, 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this blood 

From cold and empire vey net where no blood dwelt* 
Thy deed inhumane and vhnaturall, 

Prouokes this deludge rooft vnnaturalh 

Oh Gpd, which this blpoa'madeff,taien^h death* 
Oh earth which thislblood drinldl^^d^^athr 
Fitherheauenw^ the PUirthctCt dead, 






■ ¥■ 






K 






... 

His foul e thou cahft §f |®ne« 

Cjlo. Sweet Saint, for charitie,be not focuift. 

Zrf.Foulc diuell, for Gods fake hence ahd trouble vs oof* 
For thouhaft made the happy eatth thy hell : 






of Richard the third. 

Or earth gape open wide, and eatc him quick®. 

As thou doeft fwallow vp this good kings blood. 

Which his Hcl gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo , Lathe, you know no rules of charitie. 

Which renders good for bad,bleffings forcurfet. 

La. Villame, thou knowft no law of God nor man s 
Nobeatt fo fierce, but knowesfome touch ofpittic. 

Glo, But I know none, and therefore am no beaft.. 

La, Oh wonder full when deuils tell the truth. 

Cjlo, More wondctfull when Angels arc fo angry. 

V ouchlafe diui ne perfeft ion of a woman, • 

Of thefe fuppofed euils ro giue me leaue, 

By circuniltance but to acquite my felfe. 

La, Vouchfafc defufed mfeftion of a man, 

For thefe knowre cuib but to giue me leaue. 

By circumftance tocurfe thy curled felfe. 

Glo, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient lerfurc to excufe my felfe. 

La, Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
Noexcufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo, By fuch difpairc I fhouid accufc my felfe. 

La. And by difparing (houldft thou Hand excufde, 
Fordoing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which dtdft yoworxhy flaughter vpon others. 
(7/e.Saythat I flew them not. 

La, Why then they are not dead •' 

But dead they are, and diuelifh flauc by thee. 

Glo, ! did nockiil your husband* 

La, Why then hcisaliue. 

Cjlo, Nay, be is dead and flame by Edwards hand. 

La, In thy foule throat thou lyeft, Queene Margret favv 
Thy bloodiy faulchion fm king in his blood, 

The which thou once didll bed againft her breft. 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynt, 

Glo,\ was proUoked by her flaunderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltleffe fhoulders. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie mindc. 

Which ueuer dreamt on ought but butcheries. 

Didft thounot kill this king? Glo, I grant yce* 

— ^ 
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The Tragedic 

Za.jDoeft graunt me hedgehog, then Go 3 grant me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, milde and vertuous. 

Cf/o. The fitter for the king ofhcauen that hath him.' 

La. Hcisinheauen, where thoufhalt neucr come. 

/Gla. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then eaith. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place elfc,if ye will heare roe name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Gto, Your bad-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou IrefL 

Cjlo. So will it Madame, till 1 lie with you. 

La. 1 hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo,bot gentle Ladie Anne, 

To leaue this kind incounter ofour wirs. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower method®! vv 

Is not the caufer of the timelcfle deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blamcfull as the executioner ! 

La. Thou art the caufe,and mod accurft effeft, 

Glo. Your beautiewasthe caufc of that > effe&. 

Your bcautie which did haunt me itiroy flee pc, 

To vndertake thedeath of all the world. 

So I might reft one home in your C*eet bofoine. 

La. if I thought that, l tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhould rend that bcautie from my chctkcj. 

Glo. Thefe cies could ncuer endure fweet beauties wrack, . 
You fhould not blcmifh them if I flood bys 
As ail the world is chearcd by tire Sunne, 

Sol by that, it is my day.my life. 

La. Black night ouetfhadc thy day, and death thy life* 

qio. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou ait both. 

La. I would I were to be reuengd e on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuengd on him that loucth yott. 

La. It is a quarrel I raft and reafonable, 

To be reuengd on him that flew iny husband. 

Glo. He that ber eft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Didit to helps thee to a better husband, - ^ 




of Richard the third. 

. JL a* His better doth not breath vpon the earth* 

Glo. Go too, he liucs that loues you better then he could 
La. Name him. Glo. Plantagenct. 
t* Why what was hed 

Glo. The felfe fame name, hut oneof better nature. 

La. VVh?re is hei ' 

Glo. Heere. Shegittethatbim. 

Why doeft thou fpit at race ? '■■■■ 

La. Would it were mortall poy fon for thy fake, 

Glo. Ncuer came poyfon from fafwcet a place. 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler toade, 

Out of my fight, thou doeft infeft my eies. 

Glo. Thine eies fweet Lady haue inferred mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 
glo. I would they were that 1 might die at once, 

For now they kill mewith a lining death. 

Thofecics of thine, from nufie haue drawnc fait rearer, 
Shamed their afpe^l wuhiloreofchildtfhdrops: 

I neucr fued to friend nor enemte,: - . ^ ^ ! ■ 

My tonguccouldneuerfearncfweftefaothingword! . 
But now thybeautieisnrQpa£ciemy.fee:r -j .tv; X 



ForkiflingLadyinotfoifuchcomempt.- 
If thy reuengcfullheai'tcarmoc fbrgiue, 

Loe here I lendtbcc't bis fharpepointed fword, 






T each not thy lipsfuchfcornejfor they were made 



wS£ 



And let thefoulefjrth^thatadoreth thee: . v. I 

I laie it naked to the deadly flroke. 

And humbly beg i he death vpOntny knee.. • : \ 

Nay , do not pawfet wasTrhat kfeyour husband, J 

B ut t w as thy bcautie t hat proudkedme a:,.: . v > ^ 
Nay now difpateh,twas Lthatkifd king Hettry,>« * i 

But twas thyhcaucqJyC^^atfei®e 0 n : ^(?re^/^A^i5 
T akc vp the fwordpgaine,<j| take vp me. the fivorch. 

La. Arife diffemb,ler,thaUgh 1 wifh thy death, . 

I will not be the executioner. : 

Glo. Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will do it. 

La. Ihauealreadic. 



B a 



G'l&a 




The T raged ie 

G/o, Tufh, that was in the rage : 

Spcakc it againc, and cuen with the word* 

That hand which for thy Louc did tall thy louc. 

Shall for thy louc kill a farre truer loue : 

To both their deaths thou fbaltbe accefiane* •, 

La. I would I knew tliy heart. sr o , - 

g/o, Tis figured in my tongue* : ri 
La. I fearemebotharefalfci is .ssn -.".i 
&/ 0 ,Thennet|erroan wamue^ofn *df: i 
La. Well, well, put vp yourfworc?, - i «§r., 

‘ G/o, Say then my peace is made?)no? £»• > b c 
La. That fhall you know hereafterf 
gie. But I fhall liue in hope. 

La. All men lhopeltuefo. 

Cjie, Vouchfafe to weare thisting,3,T 

La. To take is not to giue* 

g/o. Looke how this ring ihfeompaffeth thy finger, 

Euen fo thy breafl inelofeth my poore heart. 

Weare both of them, for both of them are thine-" 

And ifthy poore (uppltantmay btc^skw^nitk-' 

But begone fauour at thy gracious hand* 

Thou doeft confirroe his happinelle fot.euet : 

' La. Wafts ill smiiq at _u r- >rh ' a 

Gio. That it wou’d plcafe thee ksuethefe fad defigntt, 
To himthat hathmorecadfe to be 

Andprefently repaireto Grosbie plaeeip • 

Where after 1 haue folimnely interred ua i yiA| 
At Chettfie MoneftariethisnobleKiit^'r/t s;. -.a a t, cu- j e 
A nd wet his graue with myrepe i«ant t cares? - 
I will with al 1 expedient duetus fe&you?; ad o 
For diuers vnknownc reafons, l befcechyou 
Graunt me this bc-one, 

La, With all my heirr,& touch it toy es me tOOr : fa v 
To fee you are btfkane# p$***K* «* « 

Treflill and Bartley, go alongwith roe, 

G/o, Bid me fare we! 1 » 

Tis ptore then you defeinc s 
Butfince ybuteach me howto flattoryon, m; 

. Imagine I hauefayd faiewell already* f 
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G/o. Sirs, take vp the corfir ♦ 

tier. Towards Chertfie noble Lord l - \ , 

G/o, No * to White Fryemthere attend my comroing. 
Was eucr woman in this humor w aed^Exeunt. Manet Gk- 

Was euer woman in this humour wohne? s 

Ilehaue her, but I will notkeepe her long*; ; 

What I? that kild her husband & her father, . 

To take her in her hearts etftrearoeft heater. s, . 

With curfes in her mouthteares in her eyes, l 

The bleeding witnefco£Her;hatred by : - 

Hauing God, her confctenccjandthcfebarrcs agamft mce^. 

And I nothing to haekeanyfute withall 

But the plaine Diuell and diflerobling looker. 

And y et to win her all the world to nothing.Hahf 

Hath Hie forgot alreadie that brauc Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I foroethree months fince 
Stabd in. my angry mood at Tewfcbury ? 

A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, - Je; : : . ; / 
Framdin the prodigalitieoi nature: ■ 

Yong.valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal!, - T A 
The fpacious wptldxannut againfe anoord, A 

And will fhe* yetdebafehet cyytoreme*;; e - , f 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince,-.; ' 
And matl* her widdow tOiawbfull.bedi^« KHrfl 
On me, vs hole aLnot eopialrfidwards tnoityi /«{ s : ■ 

On nie that halted aiavtallxapen thusji Crisis ;q tn A 
My Dukedome to abeggetlyidenisr* 1 •« sirdW 

Ido miftake mypeifonallthiKwhjlr, 

Vpon my lifefliefinds^UhoughlsCaBnot-i- - . p 

My felfe, to be a maruatlousprdper fftan*. <jv 

Hebe at charges fofaLbd king gbfle,; . .. , p v; :J 

And entertaine feme fcore or two offaiiors: * 

To ftudyfefhtans to. adore my body,, ; f ; K \~ 

Since I am crept infaaourwub myfclfie,^; r - s Ci J 
I will maintaine it with^ ; :little coll,- - . >r ? : A , , : , \ , t 

But firft He turne yon fellow in his graue. 

And then returne lamenting to my loue*. 

Shineout fainefonnej UUI haue bought a glaffc, ".J* r 
Thatlmay f«imy fliadjibwaslpafle* '?Exk* 

B-3j Enter 




The Tragedie 

H-xter £)ueene,Lord %mers i 4nd Graf. 

Si. Haue patience Madame, tber’$ no doubt his tnaiefti® 
Will foopetccoucr his accuftemrd health. 

Gray. In that you brooke k ill, it makes him worfe, 
There fore for Gods fake entertaine goodcomfort , 

And chcare hkgrace with quicke and merry words. 
jQu. If h e were dead, wbat -.-would betide of me ? 

Rt. No other harme but lofleot fuel) a Lord. 

£1*. The lofle of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

The heauens haue felcft-you with a goodly fonne, 
To be your comforter when he isgone. -r 

£u. Oh he is yong,and his minoritie i 

IsputvntothetruftofRich.Glpcefter* , -in' 

A man that loucs not me,nor none of you* 

Ri. Is it concluded hciirall hsProte&ori ; 

It is de(crmined,not concluded yet. 

But fo it muft be if the king tttifcarriet {inter Buck.'Darby. 
Cjr. H ere co mes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby, 
Rue, Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

Dar. God makeyout maieftieioyfull as youbaue bene. 
SI*, The Ckjuntefle Richmond good my Lo.of Darby 
Toyourgood praiers willfcarcely lay, Amen: 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding fl>ees your wife, 

And loues not me, be you good Lord affurde 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancic. 

Bar. I bcfeech you either not bclecue 
The enuious (launders of her accufers, 

Ot if die be accufde in true report, i-M-,. 

Bearewith her weaknefle, which I thinke proceeds 
From way ward ficknefre,andnogrouhdcd malice. 

Ri, Saw you the king to day my Lord of Darbie 
Bar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came frpmvifiting his roaieflic. 

W hat likelihood of hisarnendtnen t Lor ds. ; : 

Rue. Madame, good hope, his .grace fpeakerh chearfully, 
£ht. God graunt him health, didyou confer withhim i 
Rue. Madame we did:He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefterand your brothers. 

And bet wixtthera,and ray Lord Charabetlaine, 

And 
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And fent rb wame them to his royall prefence.' 

Jgu. Would all were well, but that will neuer be,' 

I fcare our happinefleis at thehigheft. Rater g/ocejeri 

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. 
Whoare they that complaines vnto the king ? 

That 1 fbrfooth am ft e rneand louethem not : 

By holy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
Thatfill his eares with fuch difeentious tumors;] 

Bccaufc I cannot flatter and fpeakefaire, 

Smile in mens faces,fmooth,dcceiiic and cog, 

Ducke with French nods,and apifhcourtefic, 

I muft be held a rankerous enemie. 



R 



I 

1 



Cannot a plainc man hue and thinke no harme* 

Bui rhus 1m fimple truth muft be abufde, 

By filkenflie infinuating Iackes ?• 

Ri. T o whom in all this prefence fpeakes your grace £ 
Glo. Tothee.rhat haft nor honeftic nor grace. 

When bans 1 injured t hee, when done thee wrong, • 

Or thee, or thee, or any of yourfa&ion i 
A plague vpon you all. His roy all perfon 
(Whom God prcfcruebcttcr then you would wifti) 
Cannot be quiitfcarcea breathing while, 

But you mult trouble him with lewde complaints. 

£1 k ;. Brother ofGiocefter, you miflake the matter; 
The king of hi) owne royall dilpofition, 

And not prouokt by any (utercile. 

Ay ming belike at your intctiour hatred, 

Which in your outward aftions fhewes itfclfe, 

Againft my kinred, brother, and my felfe : 

Makes him to fend,thac thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill wifl,and to remoue it. 

Glo, I cannot tel!,tbe world is growne (b bad. 

That Wrens may prey whcreEagles dare not pearth, 

Since eucryVIacke became a gentleman , 

There's many a gentle perfon made a Iackc, 

Come, eoroe.we know your meaning brother Glo, 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need of you. 

l Gta. Meanc- tim e>God grant that wehauc necdof you, 

Our; 
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Out brother is imprifoncd by your meaner 
My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie 
Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 
Arc dayly giuen to enoble thole. 

That fcarcc fome two dayes Once were worth a noble, * 
^».Bj him that raifde ncto this carcfu'l height, 
F'om that contented hap which Ienioyd, 

I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie 

Againft the Duke of Clarence : but haue bccne 

A n earned aduocate to pleSde.for him. 

My Lord, you do me fhamefull iniurie, 

Falfely to draw me in th<fc vile fufpeeb. 

Glo u You may denic that you were not thecaufc. 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprilbnment, 

%eu t She may my Lord, 

Gio, She may, L, Riuers, why who knowes not fo # 
She may doe more firthen denying that •• 

She may helpe you tonianyfaire preferments. 

And then deme her ay ding, hand therein. 

And lay thofe honours on your high dtferts. 

What may die not? flic may, yea martie may fhe. 

%iu. What marry may fhe # 

Glo. What marry may Ihe# marry with a King 
A batcheler, a handfomc ftrip'dng too, 

Iwis your Grandam had aworf r.match. 

My L, olGlocellei;, I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter fcoffes. 

By hcauen I will acquaint his Maieflie, 

With thofe groffe taunts I often haue endured, 

I had rather be a countrey feruant mayd. 

Then a great Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned,and baited at : Snter Qtu 
Small ioy haue I in being England* Queens, UVfargrtt. 

Adar t A nd lefned be that fmall, God I bcfcech thee. 
Thy honour, date, and feateis due to me. 

G/o, What# threat you me with telling ofthe King# 
Tell him and fparenot,looke what I fayd, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,my paynes are quite forgot, 

£M* 






ofRichard the third. 

Out diuel, I remember them too well* 
Thou dewed my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at T euxburie. 

do. Ere you werequeene, yea oryour husband king, 
€ was a pack-horfe in his great affaires. 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberal! re warder of Hisfrieuds : 

To royalize his blood I fpilt mine ownc. 

Jgti.Mar, Yea, arid tnuch better bloodjhen his or thine 
qio. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were faftious for thehoufe of Lancander : 

And Riuers, fo were y ou. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battale at Saint Albons flainc i 
Let me put in your triindes, if yours forget 
What you haue bene, ere now,and what you are : 

Withal!, what I haue bene, and what I am. 

6)u.Alar. A murthcrous vi!laine,and fo dill thou art. 
Cjio, Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwicke, 
Yea and forfwore himfelfe (which Iefu pardon.) 

Mar. Which God reuenge. 

<jl0. To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, 

And for his recede (poore Lord) he isniewed vp: 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards fofr and pittifull like mine, 

1 am too childifli foolifh for this world. 

Hie thee to hell for fhame,and leauc the world. 
Thou Cac6demon.,there thy kingdome is, 

Et, My Lord ofGloceder in thofe bufiedaics, 

W hich here you vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followed then our Lord,ouflawfull King, 

So fhould we you, if you fhould be our king, 

Qlo. If I fhould be# 1 had rather be a pedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought ofir. 

As litle ioy (iriy Lord) asyoufuppofe 
You fhould enioy, Were you this countries king. 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I enioy being the Queene thereof, 

SIM* A litle ioy enioy es the Queene therof> 

For I am fhe>and altogether ioy lefle,, : — • v 

C I cat 



The Tragedie 

1 eannolongcr hold me patient, 

Hcare me you wrangling gyrates that fall out. 

In (haring out that which you haue pild from rat ; 

Which of you trembles not that lookcs on me* 

If not, that I being Queene, you bow like fubre&s. 

Y et that byou depofde,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villaine.do not turncaway. 

Gto . Foule wrinkled witch, what makfl thou in my Ggh# 
£1* M, Bat repetition of what thou baft mard, 

That willl make, before I let thee goe : 

A husband anda fonne thou owcft to me, 

And thou a kingdome,alI of you alleageancc: 

The forrow that i haue, by right is yours. 

And all thepleafuresyou vfurpe,is mine. 

Cjlo, The curfc my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy fcorne dre wft riuers from his eyes, • 

And then to drie them,gau’ft the Duke a clout, 

Steept in the bbud of prettie Rutland : 

His curfcs then from bitternelTe of foule, 

Denounflagainfi thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hathplagude thy bloodie deed. 

£u. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Hafi. O twas the fouleft deed to (lay that babe, 

And the moft mercilefle that euer was heardof. 

Rt. Tyrants themftiues wept whcnit was reported. 
Dorf. No man hut propbecied reuenge for it, 

Buc. Northumberland then p; el'ent.wepr tp fee it. 

£hi, Mar, What? were you f nailing all before I came, 
Readie to catch each other by the throat, 

And turns you now your hatred ali en me i- 

Did Yorkes dread curfe premile fo much with heauen. 

That Hcnriesdeath,my louely Edwards death. 

Their kingdomes lofle, my ytofuil banilhment, 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfcs pierce the cloudes,and enter heauen 2 
Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quickc curfes: 

If not by warre,by furfet die your king* 

As our by murder, to make him a king. 



of Richard fh e third. ’ 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward ray fon, which was Prince of Wales. 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence. 

Thy felfe a Queene, for me chat was a Queene, 

Out hue thy gloriejUke my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou hue to waile thy childrens loflc, 

Aod fee another, as I fee thes now, 

Deckt in thy glorie,as thou art ftald in mine .* 

Long die thy happie dares before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houtes ofgreefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England : Queene, 

Riuers and Dorfct ,you were danders by, 

And fo was thou Lo. Raftings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God 1 pray him, 

That none of you may iiue your natutall age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cutoff. 

Glo, Haue done thy charme thou hateful! withered hag. 

^/J/.And Icaucout thee. f ftay dog, for thou fhalthear me 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftore. 

Exceeding thofe that l ean wi(h vpon thee : 

O if t them-keepe it till thy (runes be ripe, 

And then hurle do wne their indignation 
On thee rhe troubler of the poore worlds peace r 
The worms ofconfcience ftill begnaw thy foule, 
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And takedeepe tray tors for thy deareft friends. 
No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 
Vnlefle it be whileff tome tormenting dreamc 
Affrights tbee p with a hellof vgfy dtuels. 

Thou e luifh markf,abornue rooting hog. 

Thou that waff feaid in thy nafiuitie 
The flaue ofnatUre,and the fonne of hell. 

Thou (launder of thy mothers heauie worahe, 
Thou loathed ifluenf thy fathers Jovnes, 

Thou r ag of honour, thou deteff ed,Scc. - r - r-d. 
Glo, Margaret. 

Richard. Gio\ Ha. 

I call thee nor. 

Gif, Then I crie thee mercieifot I hadthougbe 
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Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter names, 

£>*,M<>.r, Why Co. I- did.but looktforno reply, 

O let me make the period to ray curfe, 

Glo. Tis done by mc.and ends in Margaret, (felfe, 

£u. Thus haue you breathed your cuvfe againft your 

Poore painted Queene, vaine Hourifr of my for. 
Why ttrewft thou fuger on that botkd fpider, (nj ; > r 

Whdfe deadly web infnaterh thee abound < 
Fook,foole,thou whetft a knife to kill thy icife, 

Thf time will come when tboufrak wifrfor m<: 

Td helpethee cutfethat poifoned banchbatkr toad?. 

Haft. Falfe boading wunian,eud thy fdotike icarfo, 

Lcaft to thy harmethoumoue our patience, 

Foule frame v|pcn you, you haue a!.! mnvd mint, 
Ri, Were you well feru d you would betaugheyc ur duty*. 
QM, T o ferue me we!l,you all fhould do me dutie. 
Teach roe to be your Queene,and you my tubiecis: 

Oferue me well, and teach your feluestliatdutie. 

‘Dorf Difpure not with hcr,fhe is lunacique. 
g, M, Peace matter Marquette, yotrarc malapert. 

Your firc-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant: 

O that your young nobilitie could judge. 

What thereto loofeirandbemiferable: 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to Ihakc theroy 
And if they fall.they dath themfelues to peeces, 

Glo, Goodcounfcll marty.learne it,learne it Marqaer, 
Dorf, It touchethyou (my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo, Yea.and much more, bur I was bornefo high. 

Our aiery busldeth in the Gsedars top, 

And dallies w ith the windcjr.ad fcornes the funne. 

JOKM. Arid tunesrhekieto thade,alas,alas» 

Witnes my fonne,now in the frade of death, 

Whofe bright outfhining bcaroa.thy doudie wratb e 
Hath in eternall darknefle foulaed vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies nealf, 

© God that feeft it, do not fuffet it : 

As it was wontae with blond, loft be it to, 

'Buck, Haue done for frame if not for chantie. 
gM, Vrgc neither charitie nor frame to me? . ^ 






of Richard the third. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And framefully by you my hopes are butcherd. 

My charitie is outrage .life my frame, 

And in my frame ftilUiue my forrowes rage. 

Ruck, Haue done. 

O prfncely Buckingham,I willkitlc thy hand, 
Infignjeof leagucandatnitie with thee : 

Now faire befall tbec,«nd thy princely hotlfe, 

Thy garmentslr^fibt!fpbtted.vviihour.bloudj ! ' i 

Nor thou wiriairthe compafrre^ 1 mycuife. 

^^ks^hHMromiidr^r^aires'ifedar pafle 
The lip^rofehofethathreaththemin the ayre. 

QJftt , He not beleeueburtheyrafcend the skies 
Afldrrh ereawiake Gbds gentle Beeping peace, 
QBuckinghapabcwate of yonder dog, 

Loqkc when he fawnes,he bttes,& when he bites. 

His venome tooth wiil rankletbce to death, 

Haue not to do with him, be ware of him : 

Sinne, death, & hell haue fer their marks on bim. 

And all their mimfL’rs attend on him, . 

(//<?. What doth foe fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

Ruck- Nothing thatfeefpeft my gracious Lord, 
jgJJMar. What doeft thoufeorne me for my geode coun« 
And foot he the diuell that I warnc thee from ? (fell, 

0 but remember thisan other day, *.■■■. 

Wheahe frail fplujthy very heart with forrow. 

And fay poorc Margaret was a propheteffe s 
Liue each of you the fubic&s.of his hate. 

And he to you, and allofyou t& Gods„ Exit, 

Haft. My haire doth ftandiopend to heart her cur fes. 
Riu, Andfo doth mine,l wonder frepsat kbertie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had, too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that 1 haue done. 

S>u, I neucr did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wron*. 

1 was too hot to do feme body good, 

That is top colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clar«nce,he is well repaid,, 
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heare him pleade, 
3, and perhaps 



The Tragedie 

He is frnkf Vp to fatringfor his paines, 

God pardon them that arc the caufe of It. 

%i». A vertuous and aChr iftianlike conclufiotl? 

T o pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

Gio. So do I cuer being well aduifde. 

For had i curft, no w 1 had emit my felfe. 

Catf. Madame his maicftie doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace: and you fuy noble Cord. 

£l»- Catsby,we come, Lords will you igo with vs. 

%t, Madamcjwc will attend your CJra qe.Exeunt. ma.Ch^ 
Gio, I do the wrong, and Li ft began to braule, 

The fecret mifehiefe that I fet abroach, 

1 lay vnto thegiceuous charge ofothers. 

Clarence, whom I indeede haucLid in dirkencfTe t 
I do bevveepe to many fimple gu's : 

Namely ro Haftings, Darby, Buckinham, 

And fay it is the Queene, and Her allies " • 

That ftirre rhe K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they bcleeue me, and withafl whet me 
To be reuengd on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then figh, and with a piece of fcripture. 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for euil s 
And thus 1 cloath my naked villa me ” 

With old od cndsjftolne out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when rood I play the Dfoell. 

But (oh heere comes my executioners . Exectttionerh 
How now, my hardy flout refolued mates, 

Arc ye now going todifpacth this deed !y 
Exe. We are my Loid, and come to haue (he warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is., 
j Gio. It was well thought vpon, I haue It hea 
When you haue done, repairc to Crosbie place: 

But firs, be fudden in.the 
Withall, obdutate : do not 

For Clarence is well fpokei 

May moue your hearts to pitcic ifyoi 
Exe. Turn, fearenogmy L. wc will 
Talkers are no gooddoers be allured 
Wecome to vfe our hands and hot 



of Richard the third. 

g/o. Your eicsdrop milftones,when fooles c!es drop tea 
I like you Lads, about your bufinelfe. Exeunt. 

Enter Clarence, Brokenbury . 
ifru.Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to dayl 
Cla, Oh, I haue pad a miferablc night, 

So full of vgty fights, of gaftly dreames. 

That as I am a Chiiftian faithful! man, 

1 would not fpend another fuch a night. 

Though t’were to buy a world of happicdaycJ, 

So full ofdifmalltcrror was the time. 

Bro. What was your dreame? I long to heare you tell it 
Cla. Me thoughts I was imBarkt for burgundie, 

And in my company my brother Gloccfter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 

Vpon the hatches, thence we lookt toward England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen vs : as we paft along, 

V pdn the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that G loiter Humblcdiand in Rumbling 
Stroke me (that thought to flay him) ouer-board, 

Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

Lord, Lord.me thought what paine it was to drswnc. 
What dreadfuil noyife of waters in mine cares, 
Whatvgly fightsof death within mine eyes.* 

Me tliought i faw a thoufand fearefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand mtn that fillies gnawed vpon. 

Wedges ofgold, great Anchors, heapes ofpearlc, 
Ineltimable flones, vnva’uediewels, 

Some lay in dead mens lcu!s,andin thofe holes 
Where eyes didonceinhabite, there were crept 
As twere in fcorne of eyes reflefting gems 
Which woed the fiimie bottom of the dt epe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcatteredby, 

Bro. Had you fuch leafure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

Cia.Nlc thought I had*‘ for ftil the enuious flood 
K ept in my foule, and would not let it foorth. 

To kcepe the emptie vafl aad wandring ayte, 
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But (mothered it within my panting bulke. 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea. 

Bro!^ Awaktyou not with this fore agonie ? 

C&r. O no, my dteame was lengthned after life, 

U then began the tempeft to my foule, 

Who paft (me thought) the melancholy floud,' 

With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 

Vntothc kingdomeofpcrpctuatl night: 

The fir ft (hat there did greete my ftranger fou 7 e, 

Wasmy great father in law, renowmed Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what fcourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchic afford falfe Clarence* 

And fo he vaniflit:then came wandring by, 

A fhadow like an Angcll,in bright fcaite, 

Dabled in bloud,and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarence is come, falfe, fleering, periurd Clarence, 

That ftabd me in the field by Teuxburie : 

Seaze on him furies, take him to your torments. 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled ip mine cares. 

Such hidious cries, that with the very noife, 

I frembling,wakt,and for a fcafon after. 

Could not bcleeue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Bro. No marue!l(my Lo.) though it affrighted you, 
Ipromife you,I am afraid to heareypu tell ir. 

C/a. O Brokenburic,I haue done thofe things, 

Which now beareeuidenceagainft my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me, 

JMy foule is hcauic,and I faine would fleepe. 

Brokf I will (my Lord) God giue your Grace good reft, 
Sorrow bteakes fcafons,and repofing ho wers 
Makes the night morning,and thenoonetidc night. 
Princes hauc but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination. 

They often feele a world of rcftleflc cares: 

So that betwixt your titlcs,and lowe names, 

There’s 

: — 
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There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtherers er.ter. 

In Gods name what are you^nd how came youhither? 
Exe. I would fpeake with Clarence, and I came hither on 
.Bre. Yea, areyefo briefed (my legs. 

1. Exe . O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him our commiftion' talkc no more. He readeth it 
Bro. I am in this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe 1 will be guiltlcffe of the meaning 
Heere are the keyes there fits the Duke a fleepe? 

He to his Maieftieandcertifiehis Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you. 

Exe, Do fo, it is a point of W ifedome* 

2. WhatftiallweftabhimasheifleepesJ 

1 No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes. 

2 When he wakes. 

Why foole he fhall neucr wake till the Judgement day, 

1 Why then he wili fay wc ftabd him fleeping. 

2 Thevrgingofthat word judgement, hath bred 
A kinde of remorfe in me. 

I What, art thou afraid i ’ 

_ 2 Not to killhim hauing a warrantfor it, but to be damd 
For killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 

1 Backetothe Duke ofGlofter, tell him fo. 

2 I pray thee ftay awhile, I hope my holy humour will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tell xx 

1 How dooft thou feele thy felfe nows’ (in me, 

2 Faith fome cepaine dregs of confcience are yetwith- 

1 Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2 Zounds he dies, 1 had forgot the reward. 

1 Where is thy confcience now 

2 In the Duke of Glofters putfe. 

I So when he opens hupurfc to giue vs our reward. 

Thy confcience fly es out. 

^ s or none will entettaine it. 

1 How if it come to thee againe^ 

^ alls 
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2 lie not meddle with ir, it is a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot (leale, 

But it accufeth him, he cannot fteale but it checks him : 

He cannot lie with his neighbrs wife but-it detc&s 
Him. It is ablufhingfhamefaft fpiric that mutinies 
Ih a mans boiome : it fils one full of obftades, ■' 

It made ma once teftore a piece of gold that I founds 
It beggers any man that keepes it: iris turnd out of all 
Townes ,and Cities for a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that meanes to hue well, endeuours to ttuft 
To himfclfe, and to liue without it. 

i Zounds, it is coen now at iny elbow perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke, 

a Take the dtuill in thy minde,and beleeuehrir: not, 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figb, 

1 Tut, I am ftrong in fraud, he cannot preuhlewiih me, 

I warrant thee. / ' 

2 Spoke like a tall fellow th3t refpccb his reputation. 

Come fhall wetothis gearc? 

1 T ake him ouct the coltard with theliilts of my fwordi 
And then we will chop him in the iVLlmfiybutin the next 

2 OH, excclent deuicc, makeafcoopeof him. (rootne. 
x Harke, he fins, fhalll ffrtke? : ; r 

2 No, fit fl: lets realon with him, Cla, awaketh,. 

Cla , Where att thou Keept r v giue mea cup of wine, 

1 You fhall haue winetflougb, my Lotion, . 

C/a. I n G ods name, w hat art thou i 

2 A mao, as you are. 

C/a. But not as 1 am, royal). • 

2 Norypuas weare,loyall. 

(la. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are humble, 
a My voyce is now the kings, my lookes mine owne. 

C/a, How datkely and how deadly doofl rhou fpakc? 

Tel! me who are you? wherefore come you hither i 
Am, To, to, to. 

((/a. To muither me i Am, 1 , 

C/a, Youfcarcely haue the hearts to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 



Wherein nry friends haue / offended yoxif 




I Offend 
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of Richard the third, 

t Offended vs you haue not, but the King, 

Cla, I fh*ll be reconcild to him againc, 

2 Ncuet my Lc, therefore prepare to die. 

C la.fi re you cald forth from out a world of men 
To flay the innocent? what is my offence* 

Where ark theeuidence to accufe me? 

What lawfcU queft haue giuen their vcrd.ft vp 
Vnto the frowning iudge, or who pronounfl: 

The bitter fentcnce' of poore Clarence death, 

Before / be comii&by couife of tow? 

To threaten me with death is moft vnlawfull t 
/charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts deare blood fhed for our greeuous Cm 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deede you vndertake is damnable, 

1 What we will do,wedovpon command. 

2 And he that hath commanded isthe king. 

C/a, Erronious Vaflai!e,the great King of King, 

HathinhisTablcsofhisLaw commanded, 

That thou fhalt do no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spume at his ediA, and fulfill a mans? 

Take heede,for he holds vengeance in his hands, 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 

2 A nd that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 
For falfe forfweariflg and forjmuder too: : 

Thou diclftreceiue the hc>iy Sacrament 
T o fight in quarrel of the boufe of Lancafter, 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didfl breake that vow and with thy treoherous blade, 
Vnripfi: the bowels of thy foucraignes fonne* 

2 Whom thou wert fworrieto cherifh and defend. 

I How canfl thou vrge Gods dreadfull Jaw to vs, 

When thou haft broke irin fo dearc degree * 

Cla, Alas, for whofe fake did /that ill deed ? 

For Ed ward, for my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this, 

F6r in this finne he is as deepe as I. 

/f God will be reuenged for this deede, 

T ake not the quarrell from his powerfull arrae* 




The Tragedic 

He needs no indirect nor la wfull courfe, 

To cut off thole that haue offended him. 

i Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 

When gallant fpring, braue Plantagenet, 

That Princely Nouicc was ftrooke dead by thee? 
Cir.My brothers loue, the Deuill,and my rage, 
t Thy brothers loue, thedeuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murthenbee. 

Cla, Oh, if you loue my brother, hate not me, 

I am his brother, and I loue him well : 

If youbehirdefot need,gobackcagaine. 

And I will fend you to my brother Gloccfter, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

2 You are deceiu’d your brother Glocefter bates you, 
Cla. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me dear e, 

Go you to him from me. 
dm, T.fo we will. 

C/<*. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 

Bleft his three foones with his virtorious arme : 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other. 

He little thought of this diuided ft iendfhip. 

Bid Gloceftcrthinkeofthisandhe will weepe. 

I, milftones,as he leffond vstoweepe. 

Cla. 0 ,do not flander him for he is kinde, 

1 Right, as fnow in hatueft, thouc'eceiuft thy felfe s 
Tis he that fent v* hither'now to murder thee. 

C 4 »-It cannot be: for w hep I patted with him. 



He hugd me in his armes,and fwore with fobs, . 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

i Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds tbraldome: to the ioyes of heausn. 

I Make peace with God, for you muff die my Lord. 
Cla, Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

T o counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with God for murdering me? 

Ah firs, confider he that fe t you on 

To do this decde 3 will hate you for this deedc*. 



#. 
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of Richard the third. 

2 What /hall we do ? 

Cla. Relent and faue your foules. 

I Relent.tiscowatdlyandworoaniflfi. 

Cla, Not to relent, is beaftly.fauage, and diucllifl). 

My friend, l fpic fome pittie in thy looker : 

Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and entreate for me: 

A begging Prince,what begger pieties not ? 

1 I thus, and thus : if this will not feruc, Heftahshint* 

He chop thee in the malmefey But in the next rooms. 

2 A bloudie decd.and defperately performd. 

How faine like Pilate would I Wafli my hand, 

Of this moft grieuous guiltie murder done. 

1 Why doeft thou not helpe me i 

By heauetls the Duke fhali know how flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

T ake thou the fee,and tell him what I fay. 

For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit'. 

I So do hot I,goe coward as thou art: 

Now muft 1 hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall : 

A wd when I haue my meed I muft away. 

For this will out, and here I mud not flay. Exeunt. 

Enter King, £)aecne ,Hafti»gs , Riuers.&c, 

King. So, now 1 haue don e a good day es worke, 

You peeres continue this vnited league, 

I euery day expert an Embaflage 
From my Redeemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace myfoUle fhali part to heauen, 

Since I haue fet ray friends at peace on earth: 

Riuers and Haftings, take each others hand, 

Diflemble not your hatred, fweare yhur loue, ' 

By heauen my heart is purgd from grudging hates 
And withmy hand lfeale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. Sothriuelaslfwearcthehke. 

King, Take heed you dally not before your king, 
l«aft he that is the fupreme King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden fallhood, and award 

iither of you to be the othersend. 



P 3 










' 






The Tragedie 

Haft. So profper I,as I fwearc perfeA loue^ 

Mu, And I, as I loue Haftings with my heart. 

Kin. Madam, vour felfe arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your Tonne DorLet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue bene factious one againft the other; 

Wife, loue Lord Haftirig?,let him kifle your hand, 

And what you do, do it vnfainc dly : 

J£u, Here Hafling',! wilreuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fothriuel and mine. 

Dor, Thus erit cr change of loue, 1 here proteft, 

V: pon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. A ud fo fwcarc 1 my Lord- ' /I;! 

Kin* Nowpi incdy Buckingham fealc theu this league, 
With thy embracemehts to my wiues allies, 

A nd make me happie in ycur vnitie; 

Buc, W hen eiier Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you, or yours, but with all dutious lotie 
Doth chcrifhyou and yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe wherelexpeft mod loue, 

When I haue moft need to imploy a friend. 

And moft affured that he is a friend, 
Decpe,holk>vv,trcchcrous,and full of guile 

Bchc vntorae, This do IbeggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours.' 

Kin. A pleating cprdiallprincely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vovve vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here. 

To make the perfeA period of this peace. 

gnttr Glccefter, . 

Buc. And in good citne,hfire comes the noble Duke, 
glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne king and f 
And princely peeres, a happie time of day. 

Km. Happie indeed,as wchauelpcnttheday : 

Brother, we haue done deeds of charitie ; 

Made peace of enmi(ic,faire loue of hate, 

Bctweene thefe fwelling wrong ifiCenfed Peprcs. 

Glo. A b’effed jabotir moft foueraigne liege, 




I 



Amongft this prii^ccly heape, if any here 
Bv falle intelligence, ot wrong furmife, 
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my rage, 
r borne 



of Richard the third. 

Hold me a foe, if I vnwittingly.or in 
Haue ought committed that is hardly 
By any in this prefence,! defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly 
T’s death to me to be at enmitie. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens 1 
Firft Madame, I intreat peace 
Which I will purchafe with 
Of you my noble ccufen Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lodg d bctweene vs. 

Of you Lord Riucrs,and Lord Gray of you, 

That all without defert haue froivnd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, LoTdsjgentlcmen, in deed of all s 
1 do not know that Englifli man aliue. 

With whom my foule is any iof fe atoddes, 

More then the infant that is borne tonight 5 
I tbankemy God for my humilltie. 

ftht. A holy day fhall thisbe kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were w ell compounded, 

My foueraigne liege I dobefeech your maiefiie 
To takeout brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue! offred loue for this, 

To be thus (corned in this royal! prefence i 
Who kn® wes not that rhenoble Duke is dead i 
You do him iniury to fcorne his courfe, 

Ri. Who knowcsnot hc is dead; who knowes heisi 
All feeing heauen,what a world is thisP 
Buc. Looke Hb pale Lord Dorfet as the reft 
c Dor. I my good Lord, and no one in this prefence, 



Kin. Is Clarence dead, the order was reuet ft, 

Glo. But he (poorc foulc)by your firft order died, . 
And that a winged Mercury did beare. 

Some tardie cripple bore the counter roaurid, 

T hat came too lagge to fee him buried: 

Goc! graunt that ibinelefle noble, and leffe loyall, 
Nearer in bloudie thoughts, but not in bloud : 

Dcferue not woife then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet goc currant from fufpitipn. Enter D-arbie, 






fy 



The Tragedie- - 

Tar. A bpone (my foucraignc) for my feruice'done 
Kiv. I pray thee peace, roy fouleis fullof forrow. * 

ZW. 1 will not rife vnlelfe your big hnelTe graunr. 

^ Kw - Then fpeakeat once ,what is it thou demaundfti 1 
The forfeit (foueraigne)ofrny feruantslife, 

Who fi.eyv to day a ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

Km. Haue la toiiguc to doome my brothers death, 

. And /hall the fame giue pardon to a flaue J 
My btpther flevv np nianjhisfault was thought, 

And yet his punifhmcnt was cruel! death. 

Whpfued to roc for hitti/.who in my rage, 

Knceld at myfeete f and bad, me be aduifdei 
Who fpake of brotherhood l who of loue? 

Who told me how the poore fouledid forfake 
The mightie Warwickc,and did fight for me i 
Who told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe,he refeued me, 

And faid,deare brother,lijue and be a king i 
Who told me when we both, lay ip the fit Id, 

Frozen almoft to deaih,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments,and gauc himfelfe 
AUthin and naked to the numb cold night* 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 

Sinfully pluckt^and nota man ofyou 

Had fo much grace to putit inmymipde. £ rm . . ^ 

But when your carters ,or your weighting vaflailcs 

Haue done a drunKeftflaughter,and defafte 

Theprecious Image ofomd^te ^edeemerj -rt r 

You ftraight; arepn your knees^rp^don^tdon, 

And I vniuftly too,muft JfflffllifcBlfno -u 

But for my brother,fidt amaft.would ^e^ej b!w 

»tb dt> A*' 

For him,poorefbule : The v? % t );• w 

Haue bene vato\ " 

Yet none of you would once plead (pthis Mg; -, m 
Oh Godjlfeare tby itiftice wdl take bolde jv \yTk : 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours fot this* / r > ; G Ext/* 
Come Haftingsyhclpe me to roy clofet, oh poore Clarence. 

Glo, 



©f Richard the third. 

Qlo . This is the fruite of rawnes : marke you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it {fill vnto the King, 

God wtll reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt* 

Enter ‘Dutches of York* with Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good Granamj is our father dead f 
Par. No boy. (breaft* 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
And ctie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne l. 

Girle. Why do you looke on vs and fhakc your hcad£ 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes, caftawayes, 

If that our noble father bealiue? 

Dut. My prettie Cofens, you miftake me much, 

1 do lament the ficknefle of the King '• 

As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this: 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow innocents. 

You cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, wc can : for my good V acle Gloceftcr 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuifd impeachments to imptifon him •• 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheekeg 
And bad me relie on him a s on my father, 

And he wold loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fhapes, - 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guije. 

He is my fonne, yea, and therein my fhame : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did disenable, Granam? 

P»t.lBoy. 

Boj.l cannot thitnke it,harke, what noife it thisf 

E Enter 







■ 
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The Tragedie 

Eutor the Qucene. 

Wh who /hall hinder roe co waile and weepe ? 
To chide roy forfune-and torment my fclfc, ? 

He ioyne with blacke difpaire againft my foule. 

And tojviy felfe become an enemie. 

"Dttt, W bat meanes this fceane of rude impatience .? 
JVu. T o make an aft of tragicke violence. 

Edward, my Lorc!,yout fonnc our king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, no w the roote is withred 5 
Why vyitber not the leaues, the fap being gone f 
If you will Hue, lament : if die, be briefer] 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the kings. 

Or like obedient fubicfts, folio whim 
T o his new kingdome of perpetual 1 reft, 

Dut. Ah fo much inte reft haue 1 in thy furrow. 

As I had title in thy noble husband: 
lhauebewepta worthy husbands death,.; 

And lin’d by looking on his images. 

But now tworairrorsofhis princely femblance,. 

Are crackt in peeces by mal»gnan|4eath t„ , 

And 1 for comfort hauebut onefalfeglafte, ■ >, 

Which greeues me yrhen I fee my flianjein him. 

Thou art a widow,yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort ofthy children fell thee : 



Edward and Clai ence,Oh whateaufe haue I 
Then, being but thoi(te,of my griefc, , *4 

To ou?rgo {by plaints and drownethy fifes 
Boy. Qodd Aunt, you wept not for pur r fa t-f clea tf) 
How can we aide yoq wi;h. 60 rj^^et^fea||^f, 

Gerl. Our fatherleffc dillrejOfc was left vnmoaiid. 
Your widovves dolours hkfwife be vn wept* 

Gju Giueree rjo heipe in lamentation, -uu:- - 
I am not barren*® bimg fptrh laments, \;v; 

All fprings redqec djjeif currents to mine eies. 

That lbeiag gpustpdby the watry moane,, 

May fencl pleotcous teares to dro wne the world-:: 
Ob for tty 



of Richard the third, 

Ambot Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence, 

But. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 

G) n What ftaie hadi but Edward, and he is gone l 
-Am, What ftais had we but Clarence, and he is gone . 
But. What ftaies hadi but they»and they are gone i 
g u Was ncuerwidowjhadio deare a lone. « 

Was euer Orpharies had a dearer lode? 

But. Was euer mother had a dearer loft® * 

Alas, I am the mother of thefe mones. 

Their woes areparceld, mine are general ! e 

She for Edward we«pcs,and fo do I r 

I fora C lareOcC wee jpe^fo doth not file : ' 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe,and fo do I : 

I for an Edward wecpe,and fo do they, 

Alas, youthrite on me threefold chftreft. 

Powre all your teares,I am your forroyves nurfc. 

And 1 will pamper it with lamentatibhs. Enter Glofter 

GV.Madam haue comfort, all bfvs haue caufc wtth others . 
T o waile tne'dhftnting'pf biff IMnibgftan* • 

But none can cure their harmeiby wailing them. 

Madame my mother, 'l do cry you mercie, 

I did not fee ybtir gracfeihumbly on my knee 
Icraueyour blefliog. . , 

But. God blefle thecjsndput meeknes in thy nunde, 
Loue,chatilie, obedience, and true dutie. 

Gio. Amieri, and make me die a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefting : 

Iroaruell why her grace did leaus it out ? V.-- : 



Now cheare each other, in each others lotie s 
Though vve haue fpent our harueft for this king, 

We arc to reape the harueft of his forine.* 

The broken rancour of your highfwoloe hearts, • 

But lately Ip!inted,knftii®rtd^rtd together, --- foa 
Muft greatly be p{£ferU ? d,cherifljt, and kept* 

Me feentfth good that with dome little mine, 
Forthwithftdm Eudkw? theyongpiince be fetdit 
Hither to Lon^n^o be ctowndour Ising, , - t T - 

E a GU 







The Tragedie 

G/o. Then be if f© : and go we to determine 
Who they (hall be that flraight (hall port to Ludlow. 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go. 

To giue your cenfures in this waightie bufinefle. 

-^« 4 With all our heart?. Exeunt, manet Glo,Bnck 
"Buck. My Lord, who eucr iouroeyes to the Prince } ' * 
For Gods fake let not vs two be behinde : 

For by the way lie fort occafion, , ? ; ( : - / . , 

As index to the ftprie we lately ta’kt off. 

To part the Queenes proude kindredfrom the Kin^ 

GIo i My other felfe, my counfels confjftone, 3 

My Oracle,ray Prophet, my dcare GoCed: 

I like a childewill go by thy direftion : 

Towards Ludlovy then, for we will notfbty beliinde.- Ev/' 0 
Eater two Citi^eau 

1 Git. Neighbour we|l met, whither away fofafti 

2 Qt. I promife ybu,l fcarcely knowmyieHe. 

1 Heare you the newes abroad i 

2 1 that the King is dead. t-deox? H 

i Bad newes biiladyj fejdomecomcs the better, 

Ifeare,! feare, twill proope atrouWcfomcworld. Enter a- 
? Cit.Good morrow neighbbjj'rsd; ot no i mtker Cit» 

Botbthis newes hald«^^odKi.iigs Edwjtdj<de«h? 

1 It dpt h^ $>TheH mallets loofee m^fee^taoublous worlds 

1 No^fiyjg^sjg^ee i^tiKet^H^idig^ fts. Ct»* 

3 Wotorhatlandthstl^euer»dby ;»*hild«oi: • ' 

2 In him tbcreka l^edCgouerhmeotv ■* •; 

That In his gonpge, counfell vndcrbiriiV rUiw §<mv ■ <’ 
And in his fulfatid ripened yeerci hicnfelfe, ->utn ; i id C 
No doubt (ball then, and till theti goiisrne well 

I So flood the ftate when Hatryithefixt s^Mo ft 

WasaowndatP.arisd>utatninc ; moneths'oldc. ar. - 







3 Stood the (late ^i^gopid'n^'Jrj^/ltot-^v 
For then this. land was famoufly enticht s no 
With politike graue counfell: then thfe King 
Had vertuous Vneles to protect hi* Grace. 

2 So hath;tbij,bothby the father and mothen 

3 Better it were they all came by thefafher* 

Or by thftfathct thete were none at allt: 
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of Richard the third. 

For emulation now, who fliall be neareft. 

Which touch vs all too neare if God pretient not, 

Oh full of danger is the Duke of Glocelter, 

And the Queenes kindred hautie and proude, 

And were they to tetulde, and not to ta le, 

T 2 S Come'coSe fe^he WTOtft*ah fhallbe well, 

2 When clouds appcare, wife men puf bn their cloakes. 

When great leauesf all, the vvinter is at hand : _ 

When theJfun fets^who doth not looke for flight? 

Vntimely ftotroes make men expeil a de 4 rtb? 

All maybe well :but-ifGodfortitfo* P- , 

Tis more then we deferue dr I expe£fc sJttw r ; 
ivTtwlyihefpiitwof inbenire full of dread: ; ' 

Yecannotalrooftreafomwkha man , ... s , 

Thar lookeiaiotheauUy and full of feare. 



3 Before th®t3a\enof change,ftillis it fo : 

By a diuine inftina mens ramdes miflruft 7 
H»fuuigdangers,a*by proofewe fee;^ ’ J 3 ' ; 
The waters fwellbeforeaboyffroUS ftorme r «? 



iqlliw! 



.•^.Weare fent for to theluftrce,. 7 wa«oih ■ c, 

3 Andfo^waSLIJcBea^ Exium>- J - 

Enter Oatchu ■afTor^i^i^Hg Tdrke . } 
£irXaft nig^rFtrsafdefeeyilay ari^QshamiptOjiy^W L 
At StoniftrattonbroU they beconigbt,^ had ; A'p £ 

Tomorrow or nextdaythey will behete, ly-iztu £ 
Dut. 1 long with aHm^ heart to feethe Pfin^e," 1 ^ /' ■ * : > 
IhopcheismuchgVotveh;finte4^fttIfawhittt,n^> ^ 11 

<%u. But I BearetiOjtheyfaytt^ifdtifle ofYbfk 1 <! 

Hath almoft ouertane himan his growth; * - ■ 11 
Tor. I mother^ burl would nochaueirfos 



Tor. Granam, oneotghtass^e d?d fitat flipper j-is try 1 ' - e 
My Vncle RiuerstaMithowidid grow: tit-icrj -sxrti'og r A 
More then my brorher.T qubtb roy >s ^ 

Small hcarbs haue^tacejgreafcweedsgfow Space: ^ 6 
And hnee me thirikesitwouldnot gtow fo fafti ■ - 

Becaufe fwcete flo w ersareflow-^nd wced« make haflfc : " 



E 3: 



Dgti 



ThcTragedie 
Good faith, good faith: the faying did not hold 
In him that did obieft the fame to thee : 

He was the wrctchedft thing when he wasyong, 

So lone a growing and fo Lifurcly, 

That if this were a rule, he Ihould be gracious 
C ar * Why Madame, fo no doubt hei ; . 

Dttt. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Ter. Now by my troth if I had beene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (mine» 

That fliould haue neerer toucht his growth then he did 
But, How my prettie Yorke i I pray thee let mee heareif. 
Tor, Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo faft, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres hold f 
Twasful two yeeres ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a prettie left. 

But. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who fold thee fo s? 

Tor, Granam, his Nurfe. 

But, Why, flie was dead ere tfioii weft borne. 

Tor. If twere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me. 

S>u. A perilous boy ; go too:ypuafe>too fhrewd. 

Car, Good Madame be not angry with thechiid. 

Pitchers haue cares. Enter B or fet. 

Car, Here comes your fonrie, Lord Marques Doifcr, 
What newesLot'd Marques^ _ ^ ^ y 

Bor,' Such newes,mv Lord, as gricues me to vnfold. 

'£>». How fares the Pritfce? 4 ‘ : 

Bor, Well, Madame, and in health. 

But, What is the he#es then? 

Dor. LordRiuers,and Lord Gray, ire fent toPomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

But. Who hath cOmmited them? 

Z)«*, The ihightie Dukes, Cloceftcr and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence? 

Dor, Thcfumtneofali lean, I haue difclofed : 

Why, or for wliat thefe Nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

flu, Ay me, I fee the do wnefall of our houfe, 

The Ty ger now hathceazd the gentle Hinde : 

Infulting tyranny begins to ict. 
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Vpo* the innocent and lawjefle throane t 
Welcome deftruaion, death and maflactc. 

I fee as in a Mappc the end ofall* 

Dm, Accurfed andvnquiet wrangling dayc*, 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crownc, 

And often vp and dpwne my fonnes were tolt, 

Por me to ioy and weepe their game and lolie. 

And being featcd.and domeftickc broyles 
Cleane oueibbwn.themfelucs theconquerours. 

Make war vpon themfelucs,blood againft blood 

Selfe againft feife, O prepofterous 

And frariticke outrage, end thy damned fpleene, 

Or let me die to Icoke on death no more. 
j>.Come, coroe, my boy,we will to Sanftuarie. 

But. He go .along with you. 

You haue ho caufe. 

Car. My Gracious Ladicj go. 

‘ And thitheriacareyouftreafure and your goods. 

For my part, lie refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I keepe, and fo betide to me, * 

As well I tender you, and all of yours : 

Comp ile conduct yputo the .faoftuarie, Exeunt 

The Trumpets found. Enter pong Prince, the Dukes of 
6/oceJier,and Bvctygbam, Cardinall.&c. (bcr. 



to London to your chats 
Glo. Welcome dcare Cofen my thoughts foueraignc* ' 
The we arie way hath tirade you melanchpUe, , • ;>H .\ 
Erin. No VnclcLuC our erodes on the way, 

Haue niadeitrc J ic5is,«eanfornejahd heauie 1 : 

I want more Vncles here to welcoinc me. , , v \ 

do. Sweet Prrnce, the yntai ofed yertue ofyour y«re?»-\ 
Hath not yet dined into the worlds deceit : 
Normorecanyoudiftinguifhofarnan, , m . v 
1 hen of his outward ftreW, which God heknovyes, X- 

Seldome or heuer rutnpeth with' the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want, were dangerous, 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words, 

But lookt not on the novfonof their hearts : * * a ' 



ThcTragedie 

God keepe you from them, and from fuch falfe fricndi 
God kecpe me from falfe friends, but they Were nene 
9 /e ' M}' Lord, the Major of London comet to greete vou * 
Enter Lord Maior, 

L»M : Got\ blcfTe your Grace, with health and happy d,j M 
7’m.I thanke you good my L- and thanke you all : 
i thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vson the way : 

Fie, what a Hug is Haftings that he comes not 
* n> tC 1 VS w ^ ct ^ cr ‘hey will come ot no. Enter LH^ 

v C \ ^" din S ood r ‘ me heere comes the fweating Lord! 
^•Welcome my L. what, will our mother come i 
Haft, On what occafion God he knowes not I .* 

The Quecneyour mother, and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken Sanftuaric : The tender Prince 
Would fainecome with mejo meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Bac, Fie, what an indirect and pecnifh coutfc 
It this of hers? L.Cardinall,will your Grace 
Perfwade the Qoeenc thefend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto his princely brother prcfcntly ? 

If Hie dgnie,L, Haftings go with him. 

And from her icalous armes plucke him perforce. 

'Car . My L,of Buckingham, if my weake oratoric 
Can from his mother winne to DukeofY orke, 

A non expeft him heere ' but if fhe be obdurate 
To roilde entreaties, God forbid 
We ftiould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blefled San&uarie: not for all this land. 

Would I be guiltie of fo great a done. 

Bnck^ You are too fencelefle obftinatc ray L. 

Too ceremonious and traditional!. „ 

Weigh it but with the groftene/Ieof this age, 

Y ou breake not Sanft uarie in feazing him : 

The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
To thofe whofe dealings haue deferued the place 
And thofe who haue the wittoclaime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 

Then 
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Then taking him from thence that is not there. 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there : 

Oft haue 1 heard offanftuarie men. 

But Santtuarie children neuer rill now. 

Can My Lord,you /hall ouerrule n# minde for once t 

Come ori Lord Haftings, will you go with met 

HaflAgo my Lord. Exit. Car,& Haft* 

Pri.Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you 
Say Vncle Glocefter.if our brother come, (may. 

Where /hall we foiourne till our Coronation? 

<7/». Where it thinkftbeft vnto your royal! felic. 

Ifl my counfcl youfomc day ottwo. 

Your highnefle fhall repofe you at the Tovver : 

Then where you pleafe St ftialbe thought moft fit 
For your bell health arid wfeaiion. 

Pri. I do hot like the T ovirer of any place : 

Did Julius Qefcr build that place my Lord / 

He did, my gracious L. begin that place, 
Which'fince (breeding ages haue, reedified. 

Prwr.Isitvpbn record, orcls reported 
SuccdTiuely from age to age he buiirit^' .] . 

Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin Butfaytriy Lord it were not regiftred, 

, . Me i hinkes the truth fhould line from age to age, 

As twerc tetaild to all poftcritici 
Euen to the generailending day. v 
CieSo wife.fo vong.t hey lay do neuer line loHg. ; 

Prin . What fay you^fride-f^s ’ "e. ■ , 

<j/ff.Ifay,withowCharaftvrs fS'meliu^f1bnfi - 

Thus like the formall vice iniejuities y ' 

I moralize twffthcanings in one word* ’ ’ .*c 

Prin. T hat Iulius Cssfar was a famous 1 ^ v v. ’ 1 

With what his v»tourdid enrich his wit, : ; 

Fliswir fetdowne to make his valcurliue^' if 

Death makes no conqbcft of his conqueiout’, * 

Fornowhe!fuejinfame,thougiinotinlifeJ. • 
lie ceil you what roy.Goufcn Buckingham. - 
‘Sticks What my gratious Lon^ - ' . . 

*?in. Andiflbue votiiilbeatnaii, i 
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He win our auncicnt right in France againe. 

Or dye a fouldier as I lin’d a king. 

Clo . Short fomraers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

£nt er jont Torke, Haftings , Cardinal. 

‘Buc. N ow in good time, here comes the Duke of Yorkc. 
Prin, Rich.ofYorke,how fares our noble brother? 

Tor. Well my deare Lo : fo mud I call you now. 

Prin. 1 brother to our griefe,as it is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept that title. 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

<jlo. How fares our coufen noble L.ofY orke i 
T or. I thanke you gentle vncle* O my Lord, 

You faid rhat Idle weeds are faft in growth : 

ThePrince my brother hath outgrownc me fairer 
Gio. He hath my Lo: 

Tor , And therefore ishe idle? 

Cjlo, Oh my fair e coufen,! muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then L 
G lo. He may command me as my foueraigne, ... 

Bpt you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor, I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 

Cjlo, My dagger little coufen » with all my hcai t> 

Prin. A begget brother? 

Tor. Ofmy kind vncle that I know will giue, 

And being but a toy,which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, lie giue my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift? O thats the fword to it. 

Glo. 1 gentle colen, were it light enough. 

Tor,0 than 1 fee youwil part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay abegger nay. 

Glo. It u too weightie for your grace to wcare. 

Tor, 1 weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Qlo, What would you haue my Weapon litle Lord ? 
Tor. I would that I might thanke you as asyou call me. 
Glo. How l Tor, Litle. , 

Prin. Mv Lo: of Yotkc will ft ill be erode in talker 
Vnc’e your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor, You meane to beare me, not to beare with me : 



Vucle, my bsothet maekes both you and me, 



Bccaufe 
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Becaufe that I am litle like an Ape, 

He tbinkes that you fhould beare me on your fhoulder?, 
<Bhc. With what a fharpe prouided wit he rcafons. 

To roitrigate the fcorne he giue hi s vncle. 

He prctely and aptly taunts himfelfe : 

So cunning and fo yong is wonderfull. 

Glo, My Lo : wilt pleafe you pafle along ? 

My felfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you, 

T or. What will you goe vnto the tower ray Lot 
Trin, My Lord Protc&or will haue it fo. 

Tor, I (hall not (leepe in quiet at the Tower, 

Glo, Why, what fhould you feare? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft s 
My Granam tolde me he was murdred there, 

Prin , I feare no vncles dead, 

Glo. Nor none that liue,l hope. 

Prin , Andifthey liue, I hope I need not feare. 

But come my I. ,with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin.T or ,Hjft .Haft ,D orf.manet, Rich. Bite, 
Buc. Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt andfeorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable. 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe, 

Buc. Well let them reft : Come hither Gatesby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply toeffefl what we intends 
A* elofely to conceale what we impart, 

Thouknoweft our rcafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkefi thou, is it not an ea(ie matter 
F o make William L. Haftings of our mindc. 

For the inftalraent of this noble Duke, 

In the feate royal! of this famous lie? 

Catef, He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

W hat thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he ? 
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Cat. He will do all in all as Haftings doth, 

Aw^Well, then no mote but this : 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftings how he ftands affe&ed 
V nto our purpofe,If he be willing, 

Encourage him, and ftiew him all ourreafonst 
If he be leaden, Tcie, cold, vn willing. 

Be thou fo too : and fo breake off your talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination. 

For wc to morrow hold diuidedcounfels, 

Wherein thy felfc fhalt highly be employed. 

<7/0. Commend me to Lord William, tell him Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Miftreffe Shore, one gentle kifle the more. 
Suck, Good Catesby effect this bufineffe found ly. 

Cat. My good Lords both: with all the heed I may. 
glo. Shall we heare from you Catesby erewefleepe? 
Cat. You (ball my Lord. Exit Catesby, 

Glo. At Crosby place, there (hall you find vs both. 
Z?»c^;Now my Lord, what (ball we do, ifwe perceiue 
William Lord Haftings will not yceld to our compiotsi 
Glo. Chop off h'ls head man, fomewhat we will do, 
Andlookc when I am King claime thou of me 
The Eailedome of Herfotd and rbc mooiicables, 
Whereof the King mv brother ftood pofteft. 

'Sue. He claime that promiff at your Graces hands, 
glo. And lodketo hau<r it yeelded with willingnefte, 
Gome let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots m fomc forme. Exeunt. 

Enter a me ff* nger to Lord Haft mgs, 

Mejf. Whaf homy Lord. 

Elafl. Who knocks at rhedoore? 

Mef. A meffenger from-the L.Stanley . Enter LJ&iu ■ 
Hafl, Whats a clockef 

Mef. Vpon the ftroke of foure. * 

Hall. Cannot thy maifter fleepe the teditouv nights. 

Mef, So it fljpuld feenac by that! hauc to fay: r j tft 
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Frfl he commends him to your noble Lordfhip, 

‘ Hafl. And then. Mef. And then he fends you word*. 

He dreamt to night the Beare had rarte his helroe ; 

Befides he fayes, there are twocouncels held. 

And that may bedetermindatthe one, 

Which may mike you and him to rewatthe other, 
Therefore he fends to know your Lorftiips pleafurc 
If presently you will take horfc with him, 

And with all (peed poft into the North,. 

To (bun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Hafl, Good fellow go, returne vnto thy Lords 
Bid him notfearethefeparatedcouncels : 

His Honour and my felfe are at the one, 

And at theothet is my feruant Catesby; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

Whereof Khali not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (ballow,wanting inftancie. 

And for his dreames,l wonder he is fo fond. 

To truft the mockerie o' : vnquiet (lumbers. 

. To flye the Boars before the Boare purfue vs. 

Were to mcenfe the Boare to follow vs, 

And nuke purfuire where he did meane no chafe. 

Go,btd thy mafter rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (ball fee the Boare willvfe vs kindly. 

Mef. My gracious Lord, lie tell him what you fay. Exit', 
Enter Catesby to L, Haftings, 

Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble Lord, 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby: you are early ftirring ? 
What newes, what newes, in this our tottering ftate* 

CW, It iva reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer (land vpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme, 

Haft. Who? weare the Garlandfdoeiithou meane the 
Cat, I my good Lord. (Crowne? 

Haft. He hauethis crowne of mine, cut from my (boulders 
Ere 1 will fee the Crowne fo foule mifplafte : 

But canft thou geffe that he doth ayme at it# 

Cat, Vpon my life my L, and hopes to finde you forward 

£ h Vpon 
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Vpon his party for rhegaiue thereof. 

And thereupon be fends you this good newer, 

That this fame very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of the Quecne muft die at Pomfrer. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they hauebeene ftill mine enemies .* 

But r hat lie giue my voyce on Richards fide. 

To barre my matters beires in true difeent, 

God knowesl will not do it to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious minde. 
Haft. But I {hall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my Maifters hate, 

I liue to looke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catesby. fat. what my Lord; 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat. Tisa vile thing to die my gracious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard and looke not for it, 

Haft.O monftrous,monftrours,and fo fals it out 
With Riuers,Vaughan,Gray: and fo twill doo 
With fome men els, who thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou, and 1, who as thou knowft are deare' 

To princely Richard, and to Buckingham* 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. 1 know they do, and I haue well deferued i. 

Enter LordS tan Icy. 

What my L. where is your Boate-fjpearc man? 

Fearc you the Boareand goc fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L, good morrow : good morrow Catesby : 

Y ou may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thefe fcuerall councels /, 

Haft. My L. / hold my life as deare asyou do yours, 
And neuer in my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now: 

Thinke you but that /know our Rate fecure, 
/wouldbefotryurnphantas/am? 

S ta. The Lords at Pomfret wh en they rode from London 

Were iocund, and fuppofdc their Rates was fure, 
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Andindeedehad no caufe tomifliuft: 

But yet you fee how foone the day orccaft. 

This Hidden fcab of rancor 1 mifdoubf. 

Pray God, I fay, I proue a needlefle coward, 

But come my L, (hall we to the Tower? 

Ha. I go; but (lay; heareyounot the newes? 

This day thofe men you talke of, arc beheaded. 

Jw.They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufde them weare their hat: 

But come my L* let vs away, Exit L.Stand£ej,& C a ** 

Ha. Go you before, He follow prefcntly. 

Enter Haftings a Pur fits ant. 

Haft. Well met Haftings, how goes the world with thee; 
Pur. The better that it pleafe your good Lordfhip to ask* 
\Haft.l tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when I mei thee laft where now we meetes 
Then was I going prifoner to the T ower. 

By thefuggeftionof the Quecnes allies : 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content.'- 
Haft. Gramcrcy Mailings, hold fpend thou that. 

He giue s him his pur/e. 

Pur. God fauc- your Lordflnp. Exit .Pur, Enter a Tricft,. 
Haft. What fir lohn.yeu are well met, 

1 am beholding to y ou for your laft day es execife: 

Come the next Sabboth,and 1 will content you. He n>hif- 
£ tier Buckingham. ( per s' in his eare » 

Buc.Ylow now Lord Chambcrlaine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the Ptiefts (Priefts 
Your Honour hath no fhsiuing vvorke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minds: . 

What, go you to the T ower my Lord; 

But. I do, but long I (hall not flay. 

Hhall returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough, for /ftay dinner there, . 

And fupper too, although thou knowft it noss - 
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Come /hall we goe along i Exeunt 

Enter Sir Richard Ratlijfe , with the Lord %i H eri, ’ 
Gray, and Vaughan, fr if oners. 

'Rat, Come bring forth the pn/oners. 

Rtu. Sir Richard Rat!iffe,’et me tell thee this: 
Today fhalt thou behold a fubieft die, 

For truth, for c!utie,and for loyal tie. 

Gray, God kcepe the prince from all the packofyou j 
A knot you are of damned blood fuckers. 



Rite. O Poitsfret,Pomfret,Oh thou bloudie prifon, 

F atall and dominious to noble Peeres : 

Within the guiltie clofure of thy walles 
Richard the fecond here washackt to death: 

And for mote (launder to thy difmall foule, 

Wegiuc thee vp our guiltlefle blouds to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfe is falne vpon our heads. 

For (landing by, when Richard (labd her fbnne. 

Ri- Then curd /he Ha(lings,then curd (he Buckingham, 
Then curd (heRichard.Oh remember God, 

T o hcare her prayers for them as now for vs. 

And for my fifter,and her princely fonne: 

Be fatisfied deare God with our true blouds. 

Which as thou knowed vniuftly mud be fpilr. 

Rat, Come, come, difpatch, the limit of your hues is out. 
Riu, Come Gray,come Vaughan, let vs all unbrace 
And take our leaue, vnnll wemeetcin heauen. Exeunt , 
Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lords at once, the caufe why we are met, 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time 3 
Dar. It is, and let but nomination. 

Bijh: T o morrow the n, I guefle a happie time. 

Buc. Who kno wes the Lord Protefforsminde herein ? 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke? (his mind* 

Ti. Why you ray Lo : me thinks you ftioold formed know 
Buc, Who I my Lord i we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he kho wes no more of mine, 



T hen I of yours :oorl no mote ef his, then you of mines 

Lord 
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of Richard the third. 

Lor. Hadings,you and he are near® in loue- 
Haft. I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well s 
But for his purpofe in the coronation 
I haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His graces pleafurc any way therein : 

But you my L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfc ile giue my voice, 

Which 1 prefume he will take io gentle part. 

Bijh. Now in good time here comes the Duke hhnfclfe. 

Enter Glofter. 

Glo. My noble L. and coufcns all good roortow, 

1 haue bene long a deeper, but now / hope 
My abfence doth neglett no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Buc, Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L«Hadings had nowpronound your part : 

/ meanc your voice for crowning ©f the king. 

Glo. Then my L.Hadings,no man might be bolder, 

His Lordihip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft, I thanke your grace, 

Glo. MyL.ofElie, 

Bijh. My Lord. 

Glo. When/wasladinHolborne, 

7 (awe good drawberries in your garden there, 

I do bcfeechyou fend for fome of them, 

Bijh. I goe my Lord. 

Glo. Coufen Buckingham, a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Hadings in our bufinede, 

And findes the tedy gentleman (o hote. 

As he will loofe his head ere giue content. 

His insiders fonne as worlhipfull he termes it. 

Shall loofe the royaltic of Englands throane, 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L,Ilc follow you. Ex.Gle* 
"Dar, We haue not yet fer downe this day of triumph. 
To morrow in mine opinion istoofoonc : 

For 1 my fclfe am not io well prouided 
Aselfc / would be were the day prolonged. 

Enter the'Btfbop of Etie. (berries. 

Bk Whcicis my L.Protettor, I haue fern for thefe draw* 
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The Tragedie 

Haft. His Grace lookes cheerfiilly and fmooth to day 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow withfuch afpirir. 

I thinke there is neuer a man in Chriftcndomc, 

That can leffer hide his loue or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Dar ♦ What ofhis heart jiercaueyouinhis face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day i 
Haft. Mary, that with no roan here he is offended* 

For if he were, he would haue fhewen it in his face. 

Dar, 1 pray God he be not, l fay. 

Enter Glofter. 

Glo. I pray you all, what do they deferue 
That doconfpire my death with diucllifli plots. 

Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild 
Vp° n my.bodie with their helliffi chatmcs ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your Grace my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue deferred death. 

Gio. Then be your eyes the witnefle of this ill. 

See how 1 am bewitcht, behold mine arme 

Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife,that monftrous witch? 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

HaU. If they haue done this thing my gratious Lord 
Glo. If, thou protestor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Telft thou me of iffesJthou art a traitor. 

Off with his head.Now by Saint Paul, 

1 will not dine to day 1 fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done * 

The reft that loue mc,come and follow me. Exeunt, manei 
Ha. Wo wo for England, not awhit forme: Cayvith Haft* 
For 1 too fond ffiight haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame theboare did race his helme, 

But I difdaind it, and did fcorne to file, _ 

Three tijnes to day my footecloth boric did (tumble, 
Andjiartkd when he look* vpon the Tower, ; 
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As loth to beare me to the (laughter- boufe* 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that fpake to m^e 
I now repent I told the Putfiuant, 

As twere tiiumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd? 

And I mv felfe fecure in grace and fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret: now thy heauy cutfe 
Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would beat dinner? 
Make a (hort (hrift, he longs to fee your head. 

Had. O momentary ftate of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for,then for the grace of heauen s 
Who builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a maft, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downs 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that ftiortly (hall be dead. Exeunt , 
Enter Duke of Glofter andBuckingbam in armor. 

Glo. Come cofen, canft thou quake & change thy colour* 
Muuber thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wen diftraught and mad with terror. 

Bhc. Tut feare not me* 

/can counterfeit the deepe T ragedian, 

Speake.and lookebacke, and pric on euery (ides 
intending deepe fufpition,ga(lly lookes 
Are at my (cruice like inforced (miles. 

And both are readie in their offices 
T o grace my ftratageras. Enter Motor. 

Cjlo, Here comes the Maior. 

Bnc, Letme alone to entcrtainc him, L. Maiog,, 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. T he reafon we haue fent for you, 

<flo. Catesby ouerlooke the walks, 

Buc, Harke./heare a drurome, 

Glo. Looke backe, defend chee,herc are enemies. 

Buc, God and our innoccncie defend vs. 

§lo<> G.O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G 2 Etsttr 
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Enter Catesbj with Hajlings head. 

Cat, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and vnfufpv&ed Haftings. 

<?/(?.Sodearc I lou’d the man, that I mud v cepe: 
I tooke him for the plaineft harmelefle man. 
That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian; 

Looke ye my Lord Maiorj 

Made him my booke wherein royfeule recorded 

TheHiftotieofall her fecret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with Ihew of venue. 
That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I mcanc his conuetfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder of fufpett. (traitor 

Buck, Wei), well, he was the couertO flieltred 
That euer liu’d, would you haue imagined, 

Or alrooft beleeue, wert not by great prcferuatiS 
We hue to tell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe, 

To murder roe, and my good Lord of Glocefter„ 
Mayor. What, had he fot 
Glo. W hat thinkc ye v\e are Turksor Infidels, 
Or that we would againft the courfc of Law, 
Proceed thus rafhly to the villames death, 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 
Thepeaceof England, and our perfonsfafetie 

Infotft vs to this execution? , . 

Ma Now faire befall you,he deferued his death. 
And you my good L. both, haue well proceeded. 
To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts: 
/nencr lookt for better at bis hands, 

After he once fell in with Miftrefie Shore. 

c /o 4 Yet had not we determined he fhould die, 
Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his death. 
Which now the longing hafte of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning haue pruemed, 
Becaufe my Lord, we e would haue hady ou heard 
The traitor fpeake, and tiraeroufly confeffe 
The manner, and thepurpofeofb.streafon. 

That you might well haue fignified «he lame 
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Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 
M'fconfter vs in]him,and way le his death. 

Mi. My good L. your Grajces word fhall ferue 
As well as I had feeneor heafd him fpeake, 

And doubt you hot right noble Princesboth* 

Bui lie acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we wifhi your Lordfliip 
Toauoid the carping fenfures of the word.(hcre, 

/?»£•. But fince you came too late of our inteBts, 

Yet witnefte what we did intend, and fo my Lord adtie. 

Glo. After, after, Coufcn Buckingham. Exit Maior, 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poft, 

Thereat yourmeetft aduantage of thetime, 

Inferre the bafterdy of Edwards children : 

T ell themhow Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make hii fonne 
Heireto theCrowne,meaning(mdeed)his houfe. 

Which by thefigne thereof was fcarmcdlb. 

Moreoucr.vrge his hateful! luxurie. 

And beftiall appetite in change of lull. 

Which ftretched to their feruants, daughters, wines, 

Euen where hisluftfullcye,or fauage heart. 

Without controll lifted to make his prey : 

Nay for a need thus farre come neere my perfon, 

T cli them, when that my raothet went with child 
Of that vnfatiate Edward, noble Yotkc, 

My Princely father then had warres in France, 

And by iuft computation of the time 
Found, that the iflue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father % 

But touch this fpatingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufe you know my Lord, my mother liues. , v 
2?»c. Farce not, my Lord, He play the Orator, 

As ifthe golden fee for which I pleade 
Were for my felfe. 

GVMfyou thriue well.bring them to Baynards Caftle, 
Wheicyou fhall finds me well accompanied 

G 5 With 
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Withrcuerend fathers and well learned Bifliops, 

'Buc. About three or foure a docke lookc to heare 
What newes Guild hall aflfordetb,and fo my LfarwelL 
<7/o. Now will 1 in to take fame priuie order £x,Ba£ 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 

And to giuc notice that no manner perfon 
A t any time haue recourfe vnto the Printes, Sxk 

Enter a S ermener mth a paper in his hand* 

T nis is the Indictment of the good L. Haflings, 

Which in a fet-hand fairely is engrofi’d 
That it may be this day read oiier in Pauls: 

And marke bow well the fequeil hangs together, 

£ leuen houres I fpent to write it ouer, 

For yefternight by Catesby was it brought me, 
i heprefident was full as long a dooing. 

And yet within thefe hue houres liued L-Haftings, 
VntaintedjVnexamined: free, at liberties 
Here’s a good world the while* Why, who’s fo grofle 
That fees not this palpapledeuice? 

Y et who fo blind but fayes he fees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought. 

When fuch bad dealing mud be feene in thought. Exit* 
Enter Giocefier at one doore Buckingham at another. 

Glo. How now my L. what fay the Citizens? 
Zter.Nowby the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme,and fpeake riot a word, 

G(o. T oucht you the Baftardy of Edwards children? 
Buc.l did; with the infatiate greedinefle of his defircs, 
Kis tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 

Withall 1 did inferre y out lienaments. 

Being the right Idea of your father, • 

Both in one forme and noblenefleofminde: 

Laydopen all your vi&ories-iri Scotland i 
Your Difqpliuein wane, wifedomin peace ; 

Your bountie,vertue ? iFair£ hiimilitie: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vneoucb’tjbr flieghtly handledindifcourfcs 

Aad when my Oratorie gre w to end, 
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I bid them fhatloues their Countries good. 

Cry, God faue Richard, England* royall King, 

Gfo. A, and did they fo? 

Ifuc.No fo God helpe me, , 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathleflc ftones. 

Grade each on other and P^ . 

Which when Ifaw,I reprehended them. fence. 

And askt the Mayor what meant this willuU L- 
Hi s anfwere was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke too, but by the Recorder. 

Thenhe wasvrgdeto tell my tale againe:. 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke lnferdr 
But nothingfpake in warrant.from himfelfe : 

When he had done fome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vpAieir caps. 

And fome ten voyces cry ed, God faue King Richard ?• 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 

This generallapplaufe and louing fboutc. 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard. 

And lo brake, off and came away. 

Glo, What tonguelefle blocks were they , would they not 
2 ?»c.Ng by my troth my Lord. ( (fpeake? 

Glo. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come ? 
’Buc. The Maior is beere: and intend fome feare. 

Be not fpoken withall, but with’mightie fates 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 

And ftand betwixt two Church-men good my LorcL, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant : 

Be not eafie wonne to our requeft ; 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but takeit. 

Glo. Feare not me, if thou canft pleade as well for them. 

As I can fay nay to thee for my fclfe, 

No doubt weele bring it to a happy ifTue. 

BucXoa fhal fee what I can do, get you vp to the leads, E av 
N ow myTord Mayor,!, dance attendance here, 

I thinke the Duke ail! not be fpoken withall. Enter Catesby , 
Hcrecomes his feruant.hownow Catesby what fayes he. ? 

Cat . My Lord he doth entreat yout Grace 
To vifithim to morrow, or next day: 
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. ■ The Tragedic 

He is within with two reuerend Fathers! 

Diuinely bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, | 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

2*f. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord again. 

Tell him my felfe,thc Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment, 

No lefle importing then our general! good. 

Are come to haue fome coference with his grace. 

Cat. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Bhc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward ; 
rle is not lulling on a leaud day bed, , 

Bot on his kne es at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizam, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not fleepingtoingroOehis idle body. 

Bur praying fo inrich his watchful! foule. 

Happy were England,would this gracious prince 
Take onhimfelfe the foueraigntie thereon, 

But fure I feare we (hall ncucr winne him to it. 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 

Enter Catesby, 

Buc, I feare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fayes your Lord? 

Cat. My L.he wonders to what end you haue affcmblcd 

Such troupes of Citizens to fpcake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he feares you roeane no good to him. 

Bhc. Sory I am roy noble coufen fhould 
Sufpeff me that I meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeff loue to him. 

And fo once more returne and reli his grace s Exit Catesbj. 
When holy and deuout religious men. 

Arc at their beads,tis hard to draw them thence. 

So fwcet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter r Rjcb. and two Btjhops aioft, 

Maior , See where he (lands between two Clergy men. 

2?«e. T wo props of vertue for a Chriftian Prince, 

To way him from the fail of vanitie, 

Famous 
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Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince! 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft, 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Ofthy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

GU, My Lord,rhereneeds no fuch apologie, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me, 

Who earned in the fetuice ofmy God, 

Neglett the vifitationofmy friends: 

Budeauing this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God abooe. 

And all good men of this vngouerned He. 

Clo, I do fufpeff.l haue done fome offence. 

That fecroesditgratious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc, You haue my Lord: would it pleafc your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault* 

Cjlo, Elfe wherforc breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Bttc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
Thefupreame Seate.the Throne maietticall. 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

The lineall glory of your royall Houfc, 

To the corruption of a bl etniftit ftockc s 
Whileflinthe mildenefleof your fleepie thoughts, 

Which here we waken to our Country es good: 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes, 

Her face defae’e with ftars of infamie, 

And almoft fhouldredin thisfwallowinggulph, 

Of blind forgetfulncffeand daike obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 
Your Gracious felfe to takeon you the foueraigntic thereof^ 
Not as Proteff or, Stweward,Subftitute, 

Nor lowly Faff or for an others gaincJ 
But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie,your ownc t 
For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In tliis iuft fute cesne I to moue yout Grace. 
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Glo, 1 know not whether to depart in filenee. 
Or bitterly to fpeake in your teproofe, 

Beft fitterh my degree or your condition : 

Your loue deferuesmy rhankes,but my defert 
V nmeritable fbunnes your high requeft. 

Firft if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were euen to thecroyvne, 

A', my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is my pouertieof fpirit, 

So mightie and fo many my dcfcfls, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnede. 
Being a Barke to brookc no mightse fca, : 

Then in my greatneflecouet to. be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory (mothered •• 

But God be thanked theresno need forme. 

And much 1 need to hclpe y ou if need were. 
The royall tree hath left vs royall fruite. 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres of time, 
Will well become the feate of maieftiy; 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie ftarres. 
Which God defend that I fbould wiing fro him. 
Buc , My Iord.this argues cofcience in your grace. 
But the rcfpe&s thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers Tonne, 

So fay we too, but not by Edwards wife -• 

For firft he was contra^ to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother hues, a witnefle to that vow, 

And afterward by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona, fitter to the king of France, 

Thcfeboth put by a poore petitioner, 

•• A carc-crazd motherofmany children, 

A beauty-waining anddiftrcffed widovve, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft dayes. 

Made prife and purchafe of his luftfull eye, 
Seduce the pitch and height of all hii thoughts. 
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To bate declenfion and loathd bigamie, 

Bv her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This Fdward, whom our maners terme the prince : 
More bitterly could I cxpoftulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to fome aliuc 
I eiue a fparing limit to my tongue : 

Then good my Lord, take to your royall feife, 

This proffered benefit of dignitic : 

If not to blefle vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw outyour royall ftocke, 

From the corruption of abufing time, 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courfe- 
Mat. Do good my Lord, your citizens entreat you. 
Cat, O make them ioy fulbgrant their lawfull fate. 
Clo. Alas, why would you fieape thofe cares on me, 

I am vnfit for ftate and dignitie 5 
I do befeeeffyou take it not a mine, 

I cannot, nor I will not yeeld to you. 

B»c. If you refafe it as in loue andzeale, 

Loth to depofe the childe your brothers Tonne, 

As wel l we know your tendernefije of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminstereinorfe. 

Which We haue noted in you to your kin, 

And egally indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you accept our fine or no. 

Your btothers fopne (ball heuer raigne our king. 

But we will plant Tome other in the throne. 

To the difgrace and dose nfall ofyour houfe : 

And in this refolution here weleaue you. 

Come Citizens, zounds lie intreat no more, 

Clo. O do not fwcare my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat. Call the m again, ray Lord, and accept their fute, 
Ano. Do, good my Lord.leaft ail the land do rew it. 
Cjlo, Would you enforce me to a world ofcare i 
Well, call them agaihe, I am not made offtones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats. 

Albeit againft ray confcience and my foule. 

Ccfcn of Buckingham, and you Cage graue men, 
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Since your will buckle fortune on my bacbe, 

To bearc the burthen whether 1 will or no, 

I muft hauc pacience to endure the loade. 

But if blacke fcandale or fo foulc fac’t reproach 
Attend thefequellofyourimpofition, 

Y our meere inforcement (hall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and (tames thereof. 

For God he knowcs.and you may partly fee. 

How farre l am from the de fire thereof. 

May. God blefle your Grace, we feeit, and will fay if, 
G(o. In faying fo you (hall but fay the truth, 

Buc. Then 1 falute you with this kingly Title: 

Long liue King Richard, Englands royall King. 

Mat. Amen, 

’Buc. To morrow will it pteafe you to be crown’d? 

Glo. Euen when you will,fince you will haue it (o, 
Ztec.Tonaorrow then we will attend your Grace, 

Cjto. Come, let vs to our holy tafke againe : 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt * 

inter Queene n*other t Dutche(fe ofYorhe, Marques 
Dor Jet at one doore, Dutcheffe ofGloceJler 
at another doore. 

Tint* Who meets vs heerc, my Necce Plantagenet? v 

Qtt, Sifter well met, whether away fo faft? 

Dut.Cjlo . No farther then the Tower,and as I guefte 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felucs, 

To gratulate the tender Princes there, 

^.Kind lifter thanks, wccle enter all togither. . 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
MLieuetenant, pray you by your leaue. 

Ho w fares the Prince? 

Lieu, Well Madam, and in health: but by your leaue, • 

I may not fuflfer you to vifit him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary, 

J^w.The King? why, who’s that? 

Lieu, I cry you mercie, I meane the Lord Prote&of. 
e g«.Thc Lord proteft him from that Kingly title: 

Hath he fet bounds betwiKt their louc and roe: ; 



of Richard the third. 

I am their'mother,who fhould keepe me from them: 

I am their father, mother. and will fee them. 

*Dnt. Glo . Their Aunt 1 am in law,in loue their mother 
Then feare not thou. He beare thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my perill. 

Lieu. I do befeech your Graces all to pardon tne : 

1 am bound by oath, I may not do it. 

Enter Lord Stand/p 

Stan. Let me but meete you Ladies an houre Hence, 
And lie falute your Grace of Yorke,as mother : 
Andreuerent looker on, ol twofaireQueencs*. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Weftminfter, 
Thereto be crowned Richards royall Queene. 

Jht. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May haue fom e fcopc to beate,or clfc I found 
With this dead killing ne wes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfort,how faresyour Grace : 
Qu. O Dor fetjfpeake not to me,get thee hence. 
Death and defttufrion dogge thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt outftrip death, goe crofle the teas, 

And liue with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughrer-houfe. 

Lead thou incteafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe. 

Not mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene, 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your couniell Madam 3 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to my fonne, 

T o meete you on the way, and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwiie delay. 

Dut.T or. O ill difpearfing winde of mifetie, 

0 my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatrice haft thou hatcht to the wot Id, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, I in all hafte was Tent for, 

Duch, And I in all vnwillingnetfe will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mcttall that muft round my brow*, 
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W crc red hotte fteele t o feare me to the braine, 
Annointed let me with deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay,Godfaue theQuecne. 

Alas poore foule./cnuie not thy glory. 

To feede my humor, wifh thy fclfe no hartnc, 

Dut.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me as 7 followed Henries courfc, 

When fcarce the blood was well walhtfrom his hands. 
Which ifliied from my other angel husband, 

And that dead faint, which then 7 weeping followed, 

O, when / fay, Zlookt on Richards face, 

7 his was my wifh, be thou quoth 7accurft, 

For making me fo yong,fooldawidow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed, 

A nd be thy wife, if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the deathofthec. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curfcagaine, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crolly grew captiue to his hony words. 

And prou’d the fubfe&s of my owne foules curfe. 

Which eucr fince hath kept my eyes from fleepe. 

For neuer yet, one Houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the gulden deavv of fleepe, 

Buthsue bene wdkedby bis timerous dreames, 
Bdidesjbehritestne for my father Warwicke, 

And wi’l fhoitly be rid of me. 

Ght. A las poore foule, 7 pfttie thy complaints, 
Dut.G/o.No more the from ray foule 7 moutne foryoUH, 
J9ti. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer ofglorie, 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foule, (houtakfl thy leaueof it. 
Du.Yor.Ge thou to Richmod ,5c good fortune guide tbec« 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fan£luarie,good thoughts poflefle thee* 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Fightir odde y cares oiforrow haue I fecne, 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

7U 
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Tht Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned , Bucking- 
ham, Catetby, with other Nobles. 

Km. S.a n j a llap....CofmotB^n 8 to , 

G.ue me thy hand : Hert he , 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy a (li fiance is king Richard feattd : 

But fliall we weare thefe honors for a day i 
Or fliall they laft,and wcrcioycem them ? 

Buc. Still Hue they,and tor euer may they laft» 

Kin.Ri, O Buckingham, now 1 do play the touch, 

To trie if thou be Currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward hues : thinke now what 7 would lay. 

•Bhc. Say on my gratious foucraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, 1 fay 1 would be king. 

Tuc. Why fo vou are my thrice renowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am i king i tis fo, but Edward hues. 

Buc, True noble Prince, 

King, O birtet confequence. 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true noble Prince. 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I be plaine J I wifh thebaftards dead, 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

What faift thou i fpeake fuddenly, be btiefe, 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thouartall yce,thy kindnefle freezeth. 

Say , haue I thy confent that they (ball die i - 
j Sue. Giue me fome breath, Come litle paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will tefolue your Grace immediatly. 

• Cat , The king is angry, fee,he bites the lip. 

King, I will conuerfe with iron witted fooles. 

And vnrcfpeftiue boy es, none ate for me 
That looke into me with confiderate eyes: 

Boy,high teaching Buckingham growes circumfpefl. 

Boy, Lord, 

King. Knowft cbou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would 
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Would tempt vnto a dofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, I knowadifcontented Gentleman. 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minded 
Gold were as good as twcntie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing, 

King. What is his name/ 

‘ Boy . His name ray Lord, is Tirrell. 

King. Goe call him hither prefenrly. 

The deepe rcuoluing withe Buckingham, 

No more (ball be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with fne vntirdc 
And flops he now for breath i 

Enter Darby , 

How cow,what newes with yon ? 

E>ar , My Lord, I heate the Marquefle Dorfct 
A fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the feas where 
he abides. * 

King. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
T hat Anne my w ife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me.out fome rneane borne Gentleman, 

Whom Avil marry ftraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is foo!i(b,and /fe are not him .* 

Lookc how thou dreamft : /fay againe,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it,for it ftands me much vpon. 

T o flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my kingdomc ftands on brittle glade, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine, but 1 am in 
So farre in blood, that fin pluckc on fin, 

T care falling ptttie dwcls not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 
h thy name Tirrell ? 

Ttr. /ames Tirrel, and your tnoft obedient fuhie& 
/(*»!. Att thou indeed? 
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Tir. Proueine my gracious foueraigne. 

King- Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine/ 

Tir. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies, 
Kjng. Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete fleepcs difturbs, 

Arc they that I would haue thee deale vpon: 

TirreU meanc thofe baftards in the tower. 

Tir . Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 

And foone lie rid you from the fc3re of them. 

King- Thou fingft fweere muficke. Come hither Thrifts 
Go by* bat token.nfe and lend thine eat c t Hc whiff er sin bis 
Tis no more but fo,fay if is done (earth 

And I will loue thee, and pre fere thee too, 

Tir; Tis done ray gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we beare from thee Tirrel, ere we fleepe i . 

Enter 'Buckingham. 

Tir. YefhallmyLord. 

Buc. My Lord, 1 haue confidcrcd in my mind. 

The late demaund that you did found me in. 

King. Well, let that pa(Te,Dorfet is fled to Richmond, 
Buc. 1 heare that newes my Lord, 

King- Sturdy he is your veiues fon nes. Wei 1 ooke too it. 
Buc. My Lord,I claim • your gift, my due by promife, 
For which your honor and your faith ispawnd. 

The Eatledoroe of Herford and the moueables, 

The which you promifed I ftrould poflefle. 

King. Stanly locke to your wife, if fhe conuey 
Letters to Richmond you fhall anfwere it. 

Buc. What fayes your highnefte to my iult demaund? 

K ing. As I remember, Henry the fixt 
Didjsropliefie that Richmond fhould be king. 

When Richmond was a little pceuilh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord, 

K i»g. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that 1 fhould kill him. 

Buck- My Lord, your promife for the Earldome. 

King. Richmond, when laft 1 was at Exeter, 

The Maior in cuttefie (hewed me the Cattle, 

I Atsd 
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Andealled it Ruge- mount,at which narncl flatted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Irelandtold me once 
I fhou'd not hue long after I faw Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord. 

Ktng. 1, nhatsaclocke? 

Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promifde me. 

King, Well but whats a clocke? 

Buc, V poo the Broke often. 

King. WclIJet it Ifrike. 

'Buc. Why let it ftrike? 

King, Becaufethathkealacke thou keepfl the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging aud my meditation, 
lam not in the gluing vaine to day. 

Buc, Why then refolueme whether you will or no? 

K, Tut, tut, thou troubled me. I am not in the vaine. Exit , 

Buc. Is it euen fo i rewards he my true feruice 
With fucb dcepe conrempr,made I him king for this ? 

O let me thinke on Haftings,and begone 
T o Btecnock, while my fearef ull head is on. Exit, 

Enter Sir Franca Tirrell. 

Tir. Th&ty» annous and bloudie deed is done, 

The mod atchaff of pitteous roalTacrc, 

That euer yet mis land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Forreft whom I did fubhorne 
To°do thir ruthfu’l pecce cfbutchery. 

Although they were flefht villaios,bloudy dogs, 

M citing with tendernefle and kind compaflion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths lad llones: 

Loc thus quoth Dighton laic thofe tender babes. 

Thus thus quoth Fo. .eft girdling one another 
Within their innoc-. nt alablafter arme«. 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a llalke, 

Which in their fommer beautic kift each other, 

A bookcof praters ontheir pillow late, 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my minde, 

But O the diuel : there the villaine ftopt, 

3^ hilft Dighton thus told on wc fmotlicred 
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The nod replenifhed fweet woike oFnatarc, 

That from the prime creation euer he framed. 

They could not fpeakc,and fo I left them both. 

To bring this ty dings to the bloudy king. 

Enter king T^ichara* 

And here he comes, All haile my fou eraigne liege. 

King. Kind Tirrell, am I happiein thy newes ? 

Tir. If to haue done thethingyou gauein charge 
Beset your hsppinefle, be hippie then. 

For it is done my Lord- 

King. But didft thou fee them dead? 

Tir. 1 did my Lord, 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell ? 

Ttr, The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them: 
But hew or in what place I do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper, 

And thou fhalt tell the ptoceffe of their death, 

Meane time bur thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defirc. ExitTnrell, 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue T pent Vp clofe. 

His daughter 1 tneinly Noe I mafeht in marriage, n v 

The fonr.es of Edwardflecpe in Abrahams boforae. 

And Anne my wife hath Bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I knowfthe Brittaine Richmond aimes 
At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

Toher I goeaiolly thriuingwooer. Enter Caiesby. 

Cat. M>' Lord- 

Kin. Good newes or bad, that thou comeft in fo bluntly $ 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backf with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and Rill his power encreafcth. 

King. Ely «nth Richmond troubles me more neatc 
Then Buckingham and his rafh Icuied army : 

Co me, I h aue heard t hat fearful! commenting. 

Is leaden feruitot to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaiie-pac’t beggery, 

1 2 Then 
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Then'fierie expedition be mv wings, 
loae. Mercuric and Herald for a king. 

Come muftcr men,my counfaileis my fhield, 

We rauft be briefe, when traytorsbraue the field, Exemt, 

Enter Queene Margaret fold . 

£TMar. So now profperirie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue 1 Iurkt, 

To watch the wainingof mine aduerfaries : 

A dire induction ami witnefTc too, 

And will to France, hr. ping the confequence 
•Will proue as bitter, blacke, and tragical!. 

Withdraw theewtetched Margaret, who comes here i 



Enter the Jgueene^ndthe Dutcheffe of Tor kg. 

£ht. Ah my yong Ptinces,ah my tender babes] 

My vnblowne flowers,new appearing fweets. 

If yet your gentle £ iu!e» flie in the aire 
And be not fixt in doomc perpetually 
Houer about me with youraierie wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

£>u* Mar % Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne.to aged night. 

gu. wilt thou O God, flie fromfuch gentle lambes, 
And throw them in the intrailes o r the wolfe : 

When tlidft thoufleepe, when fuch a deed was done ? 
Qu.Ma. When holy Mary died, and my fweet fonne. 
"Dutch. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortall liuing ghofe 
Woes feeane, worlds flume, graues due by Hfevfurpt, 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully madedrunke with innocents blood, 

6)U' O that thoiiwouldfl as wellaffoorda graue, . 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholy feate. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here : 

Q who hath anycaufcto moutnebui H . ^ 
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Dut. So many miferies haue ctaz’d my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is route &durabe. 

Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead? 

Gyjtfar. If auncient forro w be moft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of fignorie, 

And let my woesfrowne on the vpper hand,. 

If forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine s 
1 had an Edward.till a Richard kiJd him : 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thoubadft an Fdward,till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard,till a Richard kild him. 

Du. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didft kil him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 

Mar , Thou hadft a Clarence too, til Richard kild him* 
From forth the kennellof »by wombe hath crept, 

A hell.hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That dogge that had his teeth befote his eyes 
To worrie lambes,and lap their gentle bloods. 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke. 

Thy wombe let loofc,tochafe vs to our graues, 

O vpright,iuft,and tiuedifpofingGod, 

How do I thanke thee, that this carnall currc 
Praies on the iffuc of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue- fellow with others mone. 

*. T)ut . O, Harries wife.iriuroph not in my woes, . 

God witneiTe with me, 1 haue wept for thee, 

QMar. Bear with me, I am hungry for reuengev 
And now 1 cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke,he is but bootc, becaufeboth they 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe : 

Thy Clarence he isdead,that kild my Edward, 

A nd the beholders of this tragicke plaie. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, 

Vntimely fmothred in their duskie graues, 

Richard yet liues^icls blacke intelligencer, 

i 3. Oady 
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Onely rcfcrued their fa ft or to buy fouler," 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous, and vnpitried end. 

Earth gapes,hell buincsjfiends roarc, Saints pray. 

To hauchimfuddenly conueyed away, 

Cancell hi* bondofhfe.deareGod I pray,. 

Thar T may hue to fay, the dog is dead, 

O thou didft prophecie the time would come 
That I fliould wifh for thee to helpe me curfle 
1 hat botreld fpider, that foule hunchbackt toade. 

Sl^Mar, I cald theethen,vainefloUrifhofmy fortune, 
1 cald thee then, poore fbadow, painted Queene, 

The prclentation of.but what 1 was. 

The flattering index of a rfirefull pageant, 

Oneheau'd a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two Tweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou werr, a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignitie, a garifli flagge, 

To be the aimeof euery dangerous (hot, 

A Queene in ieaft,onety to fill the feeane i 
Where is thy husband now, w here be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 

Who (ties to thee, and cries God fatie the Queene? 
Where Ire the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline all this, and, fee what now thou art, 

For happy wifi^a moftchft refTed widbiv : - ' - T: - 1 • 
For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name s 
For Queene,a very Catiue ctownd with care; 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaunding all,obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, no w fcorrid of me. 

Thus hath the courfe 'of iuftice wheel’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the morc,being what thou arr. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 
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K vthy'proudneckcbearclulfemvburthenedyoke, 

From which, euen here, I flip my wea. y necke, 

And Icaue the burthen of it all on thee* 

Farewell Yorkes wife,andQuecncoffad mifchancft 
Thefe EngUfh woes, will make me fmilem hrance. 

bit. O thou well skild in curfes,ftay a while, 

A vA teach me how to curfe mine enemies.^ , 

a Mar. Forheare to deep the nigbt,and faft theday, 
Compare dead happinefle with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Betmng thy lofTe makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Reuolutng this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Qa. My words are dull, G quicken them with thine. 
£~M. Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine 
Dut. Why fhoulJ cahmitie be full of words ? Exit Alar 
qJ, Windie atturniesto your client woes, 

Aierie fucceeders of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies. 

Let them haue icope,thbugh what they do impart 
Helpe not atall, yet do they eafe the heart. 

Dut. If fo, then be not toong- tidc,goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmother 
My damned fonne, which thy two fonnes fmothred s 
I heare his drum, be copious in cxdaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drumntes 
and Trumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dut. A fhe,t hat might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfcd wombe, 

Fromall the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

, Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne? - 
Where fliouldbegrauen,ifthat right were tight, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owde that crowne, 

A nd the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou villaine flaue, where are my children ? ■ 

‘T ' - " ‘ 23 W? 
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D«f. Thou tode,thou f ode, where is thy brother Cb,, 
And little Ned Plantaget, his fonne i 
gu. Where is kind 1 1 jRings.Riuers, Vaughan, Gray } 
Kmg. A flourifh trumpets, firike alarum drunmies, 

Let not the heauens heave chefe te!- talc women. 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike I fay, The trumpets 
Either be patient., and intreat me faire, founds. 

Or with i he clamorous report of warre. 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 
c Dut. Art thou my fonne i 
K tug. J, Ithahke God, my father and your felfe. 

T)ut. L hen pati. ntly heare my impatience, 

Kwg, Madame I haue a touch of your condition. 
Which cannot btooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. I will be mild? and gentle in my fpeech. 

King, And briefe good mother, for I am in hade* 

Dnr. Art thou fo haflie I haue Raid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifli, paine and agonie. 

King, And came I not at laft to comfort you? 

Dttt, No by the holy roode thou knowR it well, 

Thou carnfl on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

T echie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoo!e.daiesfrightfull,deFperate,wi!de and furious: 
Thy ageconfirmed,proud,fubtil,bloudie,trecherous, 
What comfortable HourecanR thou name, 

That cuer grae’e m<* in thy companies 
K, Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakfail once forth of my companie : 

/f it be fo gratious in your light, 

Let me match on, and not offend your grace. 

Dttt, O heate me fp.akc,for / Rial I neuer fee the more. 
King. Come,come,youaretoo bitter. 

Dut, Either thou wilt die by Gods tuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror. 

Or / with griefe and extreame age (hall perifla, 

And neuer laoke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauie curfc, ^ 
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Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearR, 

My praierson theaduerfe partie fight, 

And there the litle foules of Edwards children 
Wbifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promife them fuccefle and victory, 

Bloudie thou art,bloudy will be thy end. 

Shame femes thy life, and doth th y death attend. Exit, 
gu. Though far more caufe,y et much lefle fpirit to cutfe 
Abides in roe, l fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, 1 muR fpeake a word with you, 

JQh, I haue no more fonnes of the roy all blood, 

For thee to murther,for my daughters Richard, 

They fhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Queencs, 

And therefore leuel 1 not to hit their Hues. 

King. Yon haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire, toyall and gratious. 

3»- And muR {he die for this /O let her Hue ? 

And He corrupt her manners, Raine her beautie, 

Slander my felfe,asfalfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 

So (he may line vnskard from bleeding flaughter. 

I will confefie flie was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, (he is of royall blood. 

3* To faue her life,ile fay (he is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafeR in her birth, 

£>h. And only in that fafctic died her brothers. 

Kin. Lo at their births good Rars wercoppofite. 

3 !? • No to their Hues bad friends were contrary. 

King, All vnauoyded is the doome of dcReny. 

3*- True, when auoyded grace makes deRiny, 

My babes were deRindeto a fairer death. 

If grace had blcfl thee with'a fairer life. 

K. Madam.fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of hoRile 
As I intend more good to you and yours, (armc. c $ 

Then cuer youor yours were by me wrongd. 

3", W hat good is couerd with the face of heauen, 

To be difeouerd that can do m c good ? 

King. T he aduanccmcnt ofyour children roightie Lady. 

K 3 ^ 
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Vp to forne fcaffold , there to loofe their heads. 
Kmg. Nq to the dignitie and height of honor, 

The height imperial! ripe of this earths glory* 

Flatter my forrowes with report of ir, 

Tell me vhatftate,what dignitie, what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine i 
King. Euen al 1 1 baue.yea and my felfe and all*. 

W ill 1 Mihail endows child of thine, 

So in thcLetheof thy angry fou!e, 

T hou drovvne (he fad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which tbou luppoieft I haue done to thee- 

Be briefe,left that the procelfe of thy kindnelTe 
Lad longer telling then chy kindnefle ooo. 

K. Then know that from my fouls I loue thy daughter. . 
J9u. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 
King. Whatdoyouthinkef: 

Git. That thou doeft loue my daughter from thy foule* 
So from thy foufes loue didft thou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue I do thanke thee for it. 

King. Be not fohafhe to confound my meaning, 

1 arcane that with my foule i loue thy daughter* 

And meane to make her Queenc of England. 

btt. Say then, who doeft thou meane 1 hall be her king . 
King. Euen he that makes her Queene t who fljouldelfei 
Jto. What thou- ? ...... 

King, I, euen I, what thinkeyouofit Madame? 
jgu, Howcanft thou wooc her ? 

Km* Tbatl would learne of you. 

As one that were beft acquainted with her humor, 

Jgg* And wilt thou learne pfme * 

Kifpr. M.ad|:mwitb a i l my heart. , , 

Qh. Send toJier by the man that flew her brothers 

And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, < 

If this inducement force her not to lone, 
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Her vncle Riaers,yea*a rid for her fake 
Madeftquicke conueiance with her good A unt Anne, 
King.Cotoe, come, ye tnocke me, this is not the way 
To winneyour daughter* 

G)u There is no other way, 

Volf He thou couldft put on fome ether Ihape, 

And not ba Richard that hath done all this. 

Kin. Inferre faire Englands peace by this alliance. 

Qjt, Which {he (hall purebafe with Rill lifting warre. 
J(/».Say that the king which may command inrreats* 

9, That at her hands which the kings king forbid* 

King Say fhe Iball be a high and might ie Queenc. 
J2».To waile the title as her mother doth. 

King.Srj 1 will loue her euerlaftingly. 

G)u. But how long fliall that title eucr iaftf 
Sweetly inforce vnto berfaire liues end. 

^«.But how long faire ly fhall that title laft? 

Kin , So long its heauen and nature lengthens it, 

^.So long as hcli and Richard likes of it. 

King, Say I her foueraign earn her (ubieA loue. 
jQu; But Hie your fubieft loaths fuch foutraigntie* 
Ktng.Bc doquerif iri roy behalfe to her. 

G)u. An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plainely told. 

King . Then in plaine tearmes tell her my louing talc. ■ ' 
9u. Plaine and not houeft is too harfh a ftile. 

Kin. Madame, your reafons arc tco fhallow & too quick. 
9n. O no,my reafons ate too deepe and dead. 

> T 00 deepe and dead poore infants intheir graue* 
Harpconitftill ft ill I, rill heart-flr'mgsbtcake, 

JH»lJ*Now by my George, my Garter andmy Crowftc* 
jQtt. Prophand, difh .n ’jtd, and the third vlui ped*. 

fvveare by noihing, 

Qu .By nothing,for this is no oath* 

The George prophand, ha:h loft his holy honour! 

The Garter bk roifhtj pafyind his kntihtly vettuee 
TheCrownc vfurpr.difgrac f his kingly dignitie* 
if fomething thou vilr Iwearetc. be be ieeude, 

Swearethen by fom thing that thou haft not wrongd. 
Ktwj,^ow,by the world. 
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Q/t, Ti s full of thy foulc wrongs* 

King* My fathers death. 

J 5 », Thy felfe hath that diflhonord. 

King, Then by my felfe, 

£n. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufcft. 

King. Why, then by God, 

Gods wrong is mod of all: 

Ifthou hadft feard,to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene breken, nor my brother flaioe, 

/f thou hadft fcard to breake an oath by him, 
Theemperiall me ttc I circling now thy brow. 

Had graft the tender temples of my chiide. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here. 
Which now two tender play- fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a praye for wormes. 
Kwg&y the time to come. 

Jgu. That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft. 

For / my felfe haue many teares to wafh 
Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrongd, 

The children liue,whofe parents thou haft flqughtred 
Vngouernd youth, to wayle it, in their age. 

The parents liuc whofe children thou haft butchted? 
Old withered plants to waile it with their age: 

S weare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifufed,eare vfed.by time mifufed or jr " 

King , A* /entend to profper and 
Sothriue i in my dangerous attempt, 

Of hoftile armes,my felfe, my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light,nor night thy 
Be oppofite, all planets of good lutke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts 
Imroaculated deuotion, holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princelie daughter. 

In her confifts my happinefle and thine. 

Without her.followes to this land and me. 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foulc, 

Sad deflation, ruine, and decay. 

It cannot be auoided but by this : 

It will not be auoided but by this » 
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of Richard the third. 

Therefore good mother (Imuft callyoufo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Pleade what I will be.not what I haue beene? 

Not by deferts.but what l will deferue : 

Vrge the neceflitie and ftate of rimes, 

And be not peeuifh fond in great defignes. , 

On. Shall I be tempted ofthe Deuill thus? 

Ktng. I, if the deuill tempt thee to do good. 
c>u Shall I forget ray felfe to be my felfe? 

King, 1 , if your felfcs remembrance wrong your felfe. 

Jgu. But thou didft kill my children. 

Kin, But in your daughters wombe , I burie them, 

Where in that neft of fpicerie there fhall breed, 

Selfes of themfclues to your recomfiture. 

^y.Shall 1 go win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed, 

<j)u. I go, write to me very fhortly. 

King, Beare her my true loues kifl'e : farewell Exit Jgu, 

Relenting foolc,and (hallow changing woman. Enter. Rat, 
%at. My gracious (oueraigne,on the Weftcrnc coaft, 
Ridcth a puiilant Nauie, To the (bore. 

Throng many doubtful! hollow harted friends, 

Vnarmd,and vnrefolcdtobeatethembacke: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Adtnirall: 

And there they hull,cxpe£Vmg but the ayd, 

Of Buckingham to welcome them a (bore. 

King. Some light-foote friend, poll to the Duke of NorfF. 
Ratchft'e thy felfe, or Gatcsbic, where is he? 

Cat. Heere my Lord. 

K/«.Flic to the Duke : poft thou to S albbury. 

When thou comeft there : dull vnmindful villaine 
Why ftandft thou ftil,and goeft not to theDuke? 

Cat. Firft tnightie foueraigne.let me know your minde? 
What from your grace ! lhall deliuer him. 

King, O true, good Catesbie, bid him leuie fttaight. 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, ^ 

And mecte meprefently at Salishurie. 

Rat,w hat is it your highnes plcafure 1 fhal do at Salisbury 
Kar, Why what vvouldfl thou do there before lgoj 

, i T Mm? 



w 



k>ij 

I. Ill I 

ill 



li« 




The Tragedie 

Your Highnefle told me I ftieufd poll before. 

King. Mv minde is changd fir, my tninde is changd. 

How now,what newcs with you/ Enter Darby, 

Dar. None good my Lord, to pleafe you withthc hearing 
Nor none fo bad but it may welt be told. 

Kin. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why doofl thou runnc fo many mile about. 

When thou mat ft tell thy talc a neerer way, 

Once moie what ne t e>/ 

Dar. Richmond is onthefeas. 

King. There let him finke,and be the feason him, 

White liuerd runnagate, what doth he there/ 

Da. I know not mighty foueraigne but by guefte. 

King, W ell finas you guefte, as youguefte. 

Da. Sturd vp by Doifet, BuckiPghamand Eiie, . 

He makes for Erig1ad,thercto claime.tJic crowne. 

the Chayre ernptiefisthe fword vnfwaid/ 
Isthekmgdcadf the Empire vnpofleftt 
What heirc of Yorke is there ahue Buttye? 1 j 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkcshcirei - 
Then tell me what doth he vpon die fea? 

Dar, Vnlefle for that my liege, 1 cannot guefte.. 

King, Vrfleftefor that, he comes/ o be your iiegc. 

You cannot guefte, wherefotc-ihe Welchman comes. 

Thou wilt reuoult,andfl:eto him I Rare. 

Dar, So mighrie liege, therefore miftruft m? not. 

King. Where is thy power then to beate him backe? 
Whereare thy tenants, and thy followers? j? 

Are they not now vponche Wefterneftiore, ' .. 

Safe conduttiug the rebels from their flnppe 

Dar, No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Kin, Cold friends to Richard, wh,t do they in the North! 
When they fliould Ccruc,f heir foueraigne in the W eft. 

Dar, They biue not bin commanded roightic foueraigne 
pleafe it yout Maieftie to giue me Icauc, 
lie mutter vp my friends and nuete your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie fhall pleafe. 

Km, I, I jfliou wouldft be gone to wine with Richmond* 

I will not null you Sir. y ' 

Dar. Mott migbtic foueraigne, - 1 



Richard the third. 

Youhafie no caufe’to hold my friendlliip doubtful!, 

Ineuerwasnorneuerwtllbefalfc, ■ 

Kin, Well, go mutter men: but hcare youfteaue be hinds 
Your fonne George Stanlie.looke your faith be firpe : 

Or elfcihis heads afluranceis but fraik. 

Dar. So deale with him,as I prouc true to you. Extt,Dar 9 , 

Enter a CMejfenger. 

t_Mef. My Gracious foueraigne, now in Deuonfhire, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed. 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, . 

Biftv>p of Exeter, his brother thete, ■ 

Wtth many mo confederates, areinarmes. 

Enter another Me/enger. -y 

Me/ .My liege, in Kent the Goilfotds are in armes. 

And cueryhoure more competitors 

Elocke to their ayde,and ftill their power increafeth. 

Enter another Mo jfenger. 

Me/, My Lord, the armic of the Duke of Buckingham.. 

He flrtketh him. 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fonges of death. 
Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Mef, Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is good. 

My newcs is, that by hidden flood and fall of waiter, 1 
The Duke.of Buckingham? armic is difperft and Scattered, 
And he himfelfe fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O I cry you mercie, I did miftake, 

Ratcliffe reward him for theblow 1 gaue him: 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him chat brings in Buckingham? 

Me/TSuch praclamatro hath bin made my liige. 

Enter another Mejfe'nghr?'' : *"• 

M^SirThomas^ouclf and Lord^^l^uSOorfe'ts 
Tis faid ray Liege ate vp in armes. 

Yet rh'is good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

The Brtitaine Naufe is difperft,Richmond in Dorfhire ' t 
Sent out a boate to.aske them on the fhore, 
Ifthcywerchis-afliflaiusyeajorno: 

Who anfwercd him they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partierhemiftruftmg them, 

Hoift faile^od made away for Brittains* . Kfwg.. . 
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'Ihciragcdic 

Kiy ‘March an,marchoi.,firce we are vp main*,. 

If not to fight with forraigne enemies, * 

Ye t to bcatc downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cate shy. 

Cat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken 
1 hats the belt ncwes,that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydmgs ,yet they mud be told. 

Kwg. Away towards Salisbury,while we reafon here, 
Aroyallbattell might bewonne and loR. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with roe. 

Enter Darbie, Sir Chrtftopher. "> 

Dar, Sir Chriflopher,tell Richmond this from me. 

That in the die of this mod bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuo!t,offgoesyong Georges head. 

The fcare of that,withholds my prefent aide. 

But tell me,whcre is princely Richmond now # 

C'hriji, At Pembrooke,orat Hertford. weft in Wales. 
Dar . What men of name refort to him l 
S . Cbnfl. Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmed fouldier, 
Syr Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrookc,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar. Returne vntomy Lord, commend me to him, 

Tell him, the Quecne hath hartily confented 
He (ball efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters willrcfolue him of my minde. 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Buckingham to execution, 

Buc. Will not king Richard let me fpeakc with him# 

Rat , No nay Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Haftings,and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy king Henry,and thy faire fonne Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that baue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle imuflicc, 
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the third. 



If that your moodiedifeontented foules. 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent home, 

Euen for reuenge.mocke my deftruft ion: 

This is AUfoules day fcllowes,isu not # 

Rat, It is my Lord. 

Buc, Why then Allfoules day, is ray bodies doomefday 
This is the day, that in king Edwards time 
1 wilht might fall on rae,whcn I was found 
Falfc to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein 1 wiflat to fall, 

By the falfe faith of him I traded moft: 

This,rhis AUfoules day, to my fearefull foule. 

Is the determinde refpit of my wrongs : 

That high all feer that I dallied with, 

Hath tui nd my fained prater bn my head, 

And giuen in earned what I begd inieaft. 

Thusdoeth he force the fword of wicked men 
T o turne their points on their maiders bofome : 

Now Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When he quoth £he,fhall fplit thy heait with forrow, 

U emember Margaret was a Propheteile. 

Come firs', conuey me to t he blocke of fhame. 

Wrong hath but wroiig, and blame the dcaw of blame. 

Enter Rtchtnondvpith drums and trumpets. 

Rich, Fellowe, in armes,and my mod louingfricndsj 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoakeof tyrannie, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment.’ 

And here receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort,and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie,and vlurping bore, 

That fpoild your lbmmer-field,and fruitfull vines, 
Swilsyour warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough 
In your inboweld bofomes,this foule fwinc 
Lies now euen in the center of this He, 

Nearetothe townc of Leyceder as welearne.* 
From.Tamworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods name chcare on,couragious friends, 

T o reape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

- By 



The Tragedie 

By this one hioudic trial! of ftmpe warre, 

I Lor, Euery mans confcience is a thoufand fwords 
To fight agunft that bloudie homicide* 

2. Lor, 1 doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3 . Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends fcrfeare, 
Which in his greateft need will Chrinke from him- 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwifr,and flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods,and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K. Richard, Norff.Ralytifj'e, Catesbie,with others , , 
King. Here pitch out tents, euen here in Bofworth field, , 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thou fo fad; 

Cat , My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norffolke, come hither : 

Norffolke, we muft haue knockes,ha,rouft we not ? 

Nor. VVc muft both giue and take, my gracious Lord* 
King, Vp with my tent there, here will 1 lye to night. 
But where to morrow ? well all is one for that : 

Who hath defcried the number of the foes? 

Nor, Sixe or feuen thoufand is their greateft number 
King, Why our battalion trebcls that account, 

Bcfides, the kings name is a tower efftrength. 

Which they vpon the aduerfe panic want : 

Vp with my tent there, valiant gentlemen, v 
Let vs futuey the vantage of the field, 

Gall for fomc men of found direction, 

Lets want no difciplioe, make no delay. 

For Lords, to morrow isabufieday* 

Enter Richmond with the Lords, 

%tch . The weary S uune hath made a golden feate, 
And by the bright cracke ofbisficiie Carre, 

Giuesfignallofa goodly day tomorrow: 

where is fir William Brandon.be fhail bear* my Sander* 

The Earle of Pembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good captaine Blunt, beate my goodnight to him. 

And by the fecond boure in the morning, , 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goel s 
Where is Lord Staply quarterd,doeft thou know . - 

Slfint, Vnles I haue miftanc bu colours much, v > h3£te 



Exeunt’ 
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which well I am allur’d I haue not done, 

His regiment liet halfe amtle at leaft, 

South from the roightie power ofehekmg. 

•Rich, If without penll it be polfible, 

Good captain Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And cue him from me, this moft needful fcrowle* 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, He vndertakeir. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt- 
Giue me fome I nke aud paper in my tent. 

He draw the forme and modle of our batted. 

Limit each leader to hisfeuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength: 

Come, let vsconfult vpon to morrowes butinellc* 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold. 

Enter R, Richard, Nor ff. Rat chjfe,(;atesbjf. 

King, Whatisaclocke? 

Cat. Iris fixe of the clocke,full fupper time. 

King. I will not fup to nighr,giue me fome Inkc & paper? 
What, is my bcuer eafier then it was ? 

And alUny armor Lid into my tent i 
Cat, h is my hegc,and all things are in readinefle. 

King. Good Norffolke, hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chule truftie CentiaelL 
Nor, IgoemyLord. :• 

King. Star : with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffolke* 
Nor, I warrant you my Lord, , 

King, Cates b ic. 

, My Lord. 

King. SendoutaPutfeuantatarmes 
To Stanleys regimcnt,bid him bringhis power 
Before Sun rifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a bo wle of wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookc that my ftaucs be found and not too heauy Ratliff* 
Rat, My Lord. _ -V 



King. Saweft thou the melancholy L.Norrhumbcrland i 
Rat, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfor 
Much about Cockfttut time, from troupe to troupe 

L a Wet* 



_ The Tragedie 

Went through the arraie cheariog'vp the fouldiert. 

Ktn%. Sol am fatisficd.giue me a bowle of wine, 

I hauc not that ala critic of (pint, 

Nor cheare ofminde that I was wont to haue ; 

Set it downc. Is Inke and paper teadie e 
Rat. It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratcliffe about the mid of night come to my tent 
Andheipetoarmeme: leauemelfay. Exit%atliWe. 
inter Darby to Rtchmondin bis tent. 

Dar. Fortune and viftor ic fit on thy heime. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, 

Be to rhy perfon, noble fathct in lawe. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother i 
‘Dar, I by atturncy blefle thee from thy mother, . 

W ho praie s continually for Richmonds good, 

So much for that : the filent houres Beale on, 

And flakie darknefle breakes within theEaft, 

In bricte,for (o the feafon bids vs be : 

Prepare thy battell eatly in the morning, 

A nd put thy for tune to the arbritrement 
Ofbloudicftrokesand mortall flaring warre, . 

I as I may, that which I would I cannot. 

With beft aduantage will deceiue the time. 

And aide thee in this doobtfull fhocke of armcs; 

But on thy fide /may not be too forward, 

Left being fecnc ,thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leilure and the fcarefull time. 

Cut- off the ceremonious vowes of loue, 

And ample entcrchange of (weet difcourfe. 

Which fo loogfundired friends fhould dwell vponsi 
God giue vs kifute for thefe rights oi loue, 

Once more adiew,be valiant and (peed well. 

% kb. Good I ords conduft himto his regiment * 

Jle ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Left leaden flumber peife me dotvne to morrow, 

When-I ftiould mount with wings of viAory : 

Once more good night kind Loids&gentlemcn. Exeunt* 
O thouwhof? captaine I account my felfe, LooSc 
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The. Tragedie 

Looke onmytVcesAvirhagracious eyes 
Put io their hands thy btufmg Irons of wrath. 

That they may ctufh downe with a heauie tali. 

The vfurping helmets of our aduerfaiies, 

Mike vs thy minifters ofehaftifement. 

That we may praife thee in thy vi&orie. 

To thee l do commend my watchful 1 foule, 

Ere I let fall the windowesof mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking,oh, defend me Rill, 

Enter theghoft ofpnnce Ed.fome to Henry the (txt. 

Ghoftto.K, if/Xet me fit heauie on thyfoule tomorrow, 
Thinkehow thou ftabft me in roy prime ofyoutb, 

At Teukesbury : difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. Be cheerefull Richmond, for the wronged foule* 
Of butchred Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

King Henries ifliie Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the ghofl of Henry the Jixt . 

Gho.to IC. Ri, Whenl was mortalliroy annointed body, « 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower, and me : difpaire and dia. 

Harrie the fixt bids theedifpaire anddie. 

To Rich. Vet tuous and holy bethou conqueror, 

Harrie that prophefied thou (houldeft be king, 
Dothcomfortthecin thy fleepc.liueand florilh.; 

Enter the Ghofl of Clarence. 

Choft, Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

1 that was waftit to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore G 1 arence by thy guile betrayd to death s 
To raorrowinthc battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgelcffe (word, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou offpring of the houfe of Lancafter, , 

The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels »uard thy battell, Hue and florifh. 

Enter the Ghoajl of %iuers,Gray, Vaughan. 

Riu. Let mefit hcauiein thyfoule to morrow, 

Riuers that died at Pomfret, difpaire and die. 

Gray. T hinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 1 

Faugh. Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with gmltie feare 
Let fall thy launce, difpaire and die* 

L S AH 
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The Tragedie 

AH to Rich. Awake and thioke our wrongsin Rj, hotami' 
Will conquer him, awake and win the dajT. ; T* 

Enter the C hoft of L.Hafltngs. 

(fho. Bloody and guilt ie, guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody battell end thy dayes. 

1 hink on L. Haftings,difpaireanddie« 

T o Ri. Quiet vu t roubl cd foule, awake, awake, 

Arroe, fight and conquer for faire Englands fake. 

Enter the Ghojls of the twoyong Princes, 

G ho. to £■./?. Dreame on thycoufins fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower,' 

And weigh thee downe tor iuine,fhamc and death, 

Thy Nephewesfouiesbid thee difpaire and die, 

T o f?f,Sleepe Richmond fleepe, in peace, and wake in ioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Bores annoy, 

• Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee florilh. 

Enter the Chofi ofQueene Anne his m/vs 
Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 

That neuer fiept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations. 

To morrow in thebattailethinkeonme, 

And fall thy cdgelefle fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thouquiet faule, fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fuccefle and happy vi&oric, 

Tby aduerlaries wife doth pra>\for thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that hel pt thee to the Crown e* 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannie, 

0 ,in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle: 

Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds & death. 

Fainting difpaire, difpairing yeeid thy breath. 

To Ri. I dyed for hope e tc I could lend thee aid. 

But chearethy heart, apd be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride, 

\{fRichard (iarteth out of a dreame. 

K. Ri. Giue me another horfe,biod vp my wounds s 
fjaue mercie Iefu • foft, I did but dreame. O Cowat 



of Richard the third. 

O coward confcience, how doeft thou affliA mef 
The lights burne blew, it is not dead midnight? 

Cold fearefull drops ftand onmy trembling fteflv 
What do I feare my felfe ? theres none clfe by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is, I am_I : 

Is there a murtheret here i no. Yes I am. 

Then flic, what from my felfe i great reafon why* 

Left I reuenge.What my felfe vpon my felfe# 

Alacke I loue my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That 1 my felfe baue done vnto my felfe » 

0 no •• alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hateful! deeds committed by my felfe t 

1 am a villaime,yet I ly c, 1 am not. 

Foole of thy felfe fpeakc well, foole do not flatter, 

Kly confcience hath a thou fand feuerall tongues. 

And euery tonguebrings in a feuerall tale. 

And cu?ry tale condemnes me for a villaine * 

Pcriurie,in the bigheft degree, • 

Murther,fterne muither.inthe dy reft degree. 

All feuerall finnes, all vfdein each degree. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guilrie, guiltier • 
l ihall difpaire, there is no creature loucs me. 

And if I die,no foule (hall pittie me: 

And wherefore lhould they ?fincc that I my felfe, 

Finde in my felfe, no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs of all that I murthred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard, 

Enter Rathfe. 

Rat. .My Lord." 

King. Zounds, who is there $ 

Rat. Ratliffe, my Lord,tis I: the early village cocke 
Hathtwifedone falutationto the tnorne. 

Your' friends are vp,and buckle on their armor* 

King. O Ratcliffe,I haue dreamd a fearfull dreame. 

What thinkft thou, will out friends prouc all true f 
Rat. No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORatcliffe,! feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord,be not afraid of fhadowts, 

A^. By the Apollle Paul^dowcs to night |L»a© 
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Hauc.ftrooke more (error to the fculeofRIdiard, 
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe,and led by lhal low Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day,come goe with me, 

Vndcr our Tents He play the ewfe- dropper, 

T o heare if any meanc to ftirinke from me. €xem, 

‘ Enter the lords to Richmond. 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond* 



Etch. Crie mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 

T hat you haue tane a tardie fluggard here. 

Lor. How haue you flept my Lord ? 

T^icb. The fweeteft deep, and faired boding dreames, 
That euer entred in a dro wfie head, 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foules,whofe bodies Richard muttheted. 
Came to my tent, and cried on viftorie : 

I promifeyoumy fouleis very iocund, 

In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lor. Vpontheftrokeoffoure. 

Rich. W hy then tis time to arme,arid giue dire Aion. 
More then I haue faid,louing countrymen, {His Oration tt 
The leifure and inforcement of the time, ( his fouldiers . 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

’JiJhz prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 

Tike high reard bulwarkes,ftand before our faces, 
Richard except, thofe whom we fight againfi. 

Had rather haue vs winne,thcn him they follow : 

For, what is he they follow 5 truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant,and a homicide. 

Oneraifdc in bloud,and one in bloud eftabliflied : 

One that made meancs to come by what he hath, 

And flaugtered thofe that were the meaties to helpe him: 

A bafe foule ftonc,raade precious by the foile 
OfEnglands chairc, where heisfalfly fet, 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemy: 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemy, 

God will in iufticc ward you as his fouldiers : 

If you do fwearcto put a tyrant downe, 



yon 



Vou fleepc ui peace, the tyrantbeing flaSnes 

^h^ttmmSofGcd^nd.ll.hef.ngh.s. 
Adu3nceyomftandards.dnwycur willing fwo'ds 
For me,the ranfome of my bold . 

Shall be this cold corpes on the earths cold face . 

Bucif lthriue,the gaineof my attempt, ( 

Theleaft of you (hall (harehispart thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly ,and<heet^ Y> 

God s and Saint George, R»chmond,and vrfforie, 

Enter King Rtcbard>Rat*&c* . • - 

Kin* What (aid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 

Rat* That he was neucr trained vp in armes. 

King. He faid the truth, and what fatd Surrey then . 

H at. He fmiled and faid.the better for our purpofe. 

King. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is : 

Teil the clock; there. , c clocke finketk 

Giue me a Kalender,who faw the Sunne to day . 

Rat. Not l my Lord. , , , ^ 

Km. T hen he difdaines to fhme, for by the boose 
He (hould haue brau d the Eaft an home agoe, 

A blacke day will it be to fomebodie Rat, 

Rat. My Lord* 

King. The Sunne will not be feenc to day. 

The skie doth frewne and lo wre vpon our armte, 

/would thefedeawie tearcs were from die grounds 
Not lhinc to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond i for the fclfe-faroe heatten 
That frownes on mc»lopkes fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolk*. ' . . 

Nor. Arme,arroc,my Lord, the foe vaunts in the helm 
King. Come,buftle,buftle,c3panfon my hotfe. 

Call vp Lord Stanly, bid him bring his power, 

/will lead forth my fouldiers to the plaine, 






II 



le.Tiag&ue 

And thus my ?>affel! (hall be ordered. 

My foreward (hall be drawoe in length, 

Confiding equally of horfe and foote. 

Our Archei s fhall be placed in the roidft, 

Iohn Duke of Norffolkc, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue ihe leading of the foote and horfe, 

They thus directed, we will follow 
In the mainc batteH, whole puiflince on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe : 

This.and Saint George to boote, what thinkeft thou Nor. 

Nor,, A good direction warlike foueraigne, He Jhewetk 
This found 1 on my tentthu morning. him a paper, 

lackey ofNorfoike be not fo bold. 

For 'Dickon thy maifier « bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the enemie. 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his change, > 

Let not our tabling dreames affright our foulcs, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vie, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the drongin awe, 1 
Our fttong armes be our confcience, fwords our lawe. 
March on,ioy ne brauely,let vs too k pell mcll. 

If not to heauen,then hand in hand to heli. Hie Oration to 
What dull 1 fay more then I haue inferd ? 

Remember whom you are to cope withal!, 

A fort of vagabonds, rafeols and ruoawaies, 

Afcuna of Brittains, and bafe lackey, pefants, 

Whom their orecloy ed country vomits'forth 
To defperateaduentures Sc allur’d dcdru£tion s 
You deeping fafe,they bringyou to vnrefl: 

Y ou hauing lands, & bled with beauteous wines, . 

They would reftraine the one, didaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow i 
Long kept in Brittaine as our mothers cod, 

A milkefopt, one that ncuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer Ihoocs in fnow •• 

Lets whip thefe Braglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags o f France, 

Thefe familht beggers weary of their liues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exployr, t 
Fo* warn of means poore rats had hangd thsiufelttc*. 
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hie Armif. 
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of Richard the third. 

If we be conquered, let men conquere vs, 

And not thefe badard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haus in their owne land beaten,bobd and thumpf. 

And on record left tberarhe heiresof flume. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands.lye with our wiues ? 

Rauilh our daughters, barke I heare their drum, 

Rbht Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeom«n 8 
X)raw Archers draw,yourarrowes*o the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hatdjandiide in blond, 

Amize the welkin with your brokenftaues. 

What faies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power® 

Mef. My Lord, he doth denieeo come- 
King. Off with hisfonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the enemie is pad the marlh, 

After the batraile, let George Stanley die. 

King. A tboufand hearts are great within my bofotne, 
Aduance our dandards, fet vpon our foes, 

XDur auncient word of courage fairs Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, vi&orie fits on our helpes. 

Alarum ^xcurfions, Enter Catesbie. 
fat. Refcew my Lord ofNorfoike, refee w,refcew. 

The king ena&s more wonders then a man, 

Daring anoppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is flaine, and all on foote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 
RefcewfaireLofdjorelfetheday isloft, EnterRicbard^ . 
Kin, A horfe,a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat , Withdraw my Lord,i!e helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin . Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a cad 
And 1 willdand the !i3Z.ird ofthe dye, 

I thinke thee be fixe Richmonds in the field. 

Rue haue 1 flaine to day , in dead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Richard is 
Jlam.then retrait being founded.Sntcr Richmond, Darby beet* 
ring : he crowne.veith other Lords » . 

Rt. God and your armes be praifed victorious friends? 
The day is ours, the bloudie dog is dead, 

Aw-.Couragious Richmodjwel had thouacquit L<ft 
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r; ThcTrage&£ 

Loehere this loiig vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloudie we£ch fl 
Haue I.pluckt off to grace thy browcs withallp 
Weare it, and make much of it. 

Rich . Great God of heauen fay Amen to all. 

But tell me, is young George Stanley liutag* 

Dar. :He is my Lord, and fafe in LefterTowne, 
Whither if it pleafeyou^sre may now withdrawe vs. 
Rich.Wbat men of name are flaine on either fide? 

John Duke of Norfaike, Water Lord Ferrufir, Robert 
Rrekenburj, & fir William B randan. 

Rich . Inter their bodies, as become their births^ 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers fled. 

That in (ubmtffion will returne to vs. 

And then as we baue tane the facramenr, 

Wp.will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunltion. 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmitic. 

What traitor heares me, and fayesnot Amen? 

England hath long bene madde,and fcard her felfe, 

The brother blindly {bed the bro there bloud. 

The father rafhly Slaughtered his owne Tonne, 

The Tonne compeld,bene butcher to the fire^ 

All this diuided Yotke and Lancafter, 

Diuided in their dire diuiflon. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fuccecders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 

And let thy heircs (God ifthy will be To) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fafte peacd. 
With fmiling plentic, and feire profperous day cs» 
Abate the edge of traitors.gracious Lord, 

That would rcducethefcbloudiedayesagaine. 

And make pooreEnglaod weepe in ftrcamcsof biotins 
Let them not liue to taftc this lands cnercafe. 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peaef? 
JSIow ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace hues againe, 

That (be may long Hue hcarc,God fay Amen* 
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